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mirable Poem. In taking the liberty to 
omit such parts of the work that seemed 
least likely to please the English reader, 
the Editor only fulfils the request of her 
lamented friend, as expressed in her letters 
on this subject *• 

Bath, Dec. 1808. 



* See Fragments, p. 177. 
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PREFACE. 



The Letters of Margaret Klopstock, printed 
in the Correspondence of Mr. Richardson, have 
been so much admired, that I flatter myself the 
volume now offered ^ to the public will want no 
other recommendation, than an assurance that it 
contains the genuine writings of that mdst amia- 
ble woman, which were published at Hamburg in 
the year 1759, by her afflicted husband. To the 
translation of that publication is prefixed an Ac- 
count of the Life and Writings of Mr. Klop- 
stock, with some letters and papers which tend to 
illustrate the character of that great Poet. 

Klopstock, the Milton of Germany, the pride of 
bis country^ whose piety and virtue, still more than 
bis talents, made him an honour to human jis^tur^ 
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»— Klopstock is scarcely known in England; while 
on the stage, and in the closet, the principles and 
morals of the rising generation are corrupted by 
an inundation of German literature, in which the 
boldest flights of genius, the noblest sentiments, 
and the most interesting feelings, are too often 
employed to betray the unsuspecting heart. Many 
an admirable pen has been employed to counteract 
the mischiefs which such writings are calculated 
to produce, and may success attend their labours ! 
I have taken a different path in order to attaia the 
same end, and will endeavour to make viceodious, 
by exhibiting yiitue in her genuine form. I offer 
Co the public no imaginary characters, but a pio* 
ture drawn from the life. Klopstock is not here 
presented to the reader, as the first poet of the age^ 
but as one of the best and most amiable of men ; 
the tetiderest husband, the kindest friend. But 
^is is not all ; he appears in a &r higher char 
racter. Fallen in an instant from the height <^ ' 
human felicity, called to resign such a blessing 
as few oi hia • fellow mortals ever possessed, — his 
«xalted mind seemed marked by Providence to 

I 

shew the triumph of genuine Christiamty. In t&is 
£ttle collection of letters, we penetrate into the 
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deepest recesses of his heart ; we see how much 
he loved and wat beloved. His warm imagination 
and acute feelings made him peculiarly susceptible 
of pleasure and of pain. Blest with the hand 
and heart of one of the most excellent of women^ 
he was in every respect ^* happy past the common 
lot :" when he was caUed to prove to the world that 
no trial is too gneat for Christian fortitude to 
support. With hopes always fixed on the invisible 
worldf he looked forward to that happy moment, 
when those who have been sqiarated on earth shaH 
meet again in hettven to part no more.. 

" Strong in this hope, his comforters he comforts/* 

Young. 

The love of Qod which glowed in his heart, 
taught him to rest with filial confidence on His 
supporting hand, folly convinced that all will woik 
togeth^ for good to those who feel that lov« as 
it otight to be felt by a Christian. To the cdd 
scepticism which now assumes the venerable name 
of f^iiosophy, his sentiments may perhaps appear 
absurd elid irrational. To such philosofihers every 
thiqg whkSi fhegf do not believe is superstition, 
every dung wfeyMi they do not feel is cnthusiaftm. 
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But leaving them to the darkness which they 
prder to the clear light of revelation, I wish to 
obviate objections which may possibly be made, 
by very sincere and pious Christians, to some of 
the sentiments expressed by Ellopstock and his 
Margaret with regard to the nature and employ*- 
ment of the Angels, and the state of the soul after 
4eath. On subjects which are placed so far 
beyond the reach of human reason, and on which 
the word of God gives us only such information as 
is calculated to animate our hopes, but not to gratify 
our curiosity, it may perhaps be thought improper 
to indulge the imagination in groundless and un-^ 
founded speculations; and Letters from the Dead 
to the Living, or from the Living to the Dead, may 
be received with a smile of contempt, or with a 
; frown of disapprobation. From this hasty decision 
I venture to appeal to those^ and those on/y, whose 
hearts have felt the pain of losing what they 
; fondly loved, and who are supported by the hope 
of an eternal union in a happier world. Such 
readers (and in this vale of tears there are many 
wsuch) will view with indulgence thelittle art& by 
which the mourner tried to sooth hi^;jp*ief. ^^iRiey 
will not suppose that he^pected bis lotters should - 
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really be read by his departed wife, but they wilt 
feel what he felt, and willingly yield to a sweet 

illusion. 

It is true that we know little of the invisible 
world, of the happy spirits who surround the throne 
of the Great Creator, or of the state of those who 
are released from the corruptible body, and from 
all the sorrows of life : but do we therefore doubt 
their existence? and is it criminal to indulge the 
thoughts which are so natural to the heir of im- 
mortality, and to conjecture what certainly we can* 
not prove ? We know from the highest authorityi 
that there are ministering spirits, sent to minister 
to those who shall be heirs of salvation ; and it 
seems not improbable that they may, as Klopstock 
8i:^poses, be peculiarly attached to individuals, and 
being muted to them by a friendship, of which 
earthly attachments give us only an imperfect idea, 
that they may be employed to protect and guard 
the objects of their care. This is <Va doctrine^ 
which has prevailed more or less in every age of 
the church, which is without question most soothing 
and consolatory to human nature, and is certainly 
countenanced by several passages of holy writ, as 
well as by the authority of Origen, Tertullian, aQd 
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^tiher eminent fathers aifd commentators V This 
opinion is likewise supported by Grotins, Bishop 
Andrews, Bishop Homef, and other eminent di« 
▼ines; and it is not censured by one of the brightest 
luminaries of our own age and nation, whose 
words I have just quoted ; and who adds, with the 
mild wisdom, and truly Christian liberality, so 
conspicuous in all his writings, *^ No one that 
cherishes this notion can be charged with weakness 
or superstition ; and if it should be at last an error, 
it is (as Cicero says of the immortality of the soul) 
so delightful an error, that we cannot easily suffer 
it to be wrested from us." 

We know that when the body returns to the 
earth as it was, the spirit returns to God who gave 
it ; and it is a pleasing thought, that friends thus 
separated from us by death may still watch over 
us with tender concern, may still behold, and 
perhaps assist, our humble endeavours to perform 
the will of Him who reserves for us such happiness 

« 

* Lectures on the Gospel of St. Matthew, by Bishop 
Porteus, vol. iu pp. S2, 83. 

f See his admirable Sermon on the Existence and £m-> 
ployment of Angels^ vol. iv. p. 311. 
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98 they now enjoy. We may be mistaken in this 
idea; but it seems to be an innocent illusion ; and 
it has afibrded comfort to many wretched monmersy 
on whom unfeeling scepticism has no comfort to 
bestow. Such speculations tend to cKsengage us 
from sensual pleasures, and to strengthen our con- 
nection with the iuTisible world ; they animate our 
exertions to attain the happiness which is not to 
be found in this li^ and they reconcile us to those 
dispensations of Providence which often call us to 
resign our highest enjoyments, and our most vir^ 
tuons attachments; which command us to forsake 
Mf and follow Him, who, for the joy that was set 
before him, endtured the cross. That such was 
their effect on the exalted mind of Klopstock^ 
must be evident to all who are acquainted with his 
writings ; — ttid if , this little publication should 
increase the number of those who study his works 
with the attention they deserve, I flatter myself that 
I am doing an important service to my country; and 
(to borrow the words of the elegant translator of 
Oberon) that not the lovers of poetry only, but 
whoever loves his neighbour, and adores his God, 
will owe no trivial obligation to the editor who 
makes him better acquainted with the author of 
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•«' The Messiah." This I will endeavour to do by, 
throwing together such particulars as I have been 
enabled to collect, of the life, the character, and: 
the sentiments, of this extraordinary man. • 

Of his lovely and accomplished wife it is 
unnecessary to say more than she was, as Cramer 
calls her, ^^Klopstock in feminine beauty." Her 
picture has been already presented to tl^e English 
reader, drawn by her own hand, in her letters to, 
Richardson, with such enchanting softness, and 
such beautiful simplicity, that it is superfluous to 
add any thing on the subject. Those letters shew 
what she was while she was the happy wife of 
Klopstock ; and some of those which are. now 
presented to the public, will shew what she was iq,^ 
the last dreadful moments of her life; when, with 
a martyr's firmness, she resigned. her pure and; 
virtuous spirit into the hands of her Creator. ;: 
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MEMOIRS* 



or 



MR. KLOPSTOCK. 



FREDERICK GOTTLIEB KLOPSTOCK 

"tftA borQ in Quedlinburg, July % 1724. He was 
tbe eldest of eleven cUldren ; six sons, and five 
daughters. His father, who was a inagistrate of 
QuecJIinburg, and afterwards farmied the bailiwick 
^ Friedebui^i was a wigular character ; but with 
some peculiarities, he possessed many virtties; and 
united great good-nature with extreme uprightness 

'^- Compiled from papers which were communicated by 
Dr. MumsMA^ and translated by Miss Smith ; to which 
'are added extracts from '' K^pstock £r und iiber ihn/' 
VjlE^fessor Cramnr |^ ii|mburgh, 1780 : and from a 
lift ofi^^pilOCk^piMilhlll. in the Monthly Magazine. 

B 
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of principle, and uncommon firmness and resolution. 
His eccentricities appear to have had no serious 
influence on the education of young Klopstock. 
He left the powers of his body and mind to un- 
fold themselves freely, unrestrained by severity; 
and his boyish years flowed on in an uninterrupted 
stream of happiness, resulting from a proper dis- 
tribution of his time between serious business and 
innocent relaxation. In a beautiful country, on 
the banks *of the Saal, the poet passed his early 
years, under the guidance of a private tutor. He 
was employed during some hours every day in 
learning the elements of the languages, and he 
devoted the remaining part of his time, with 
youthful ardour, to athletic exercises. When he 
was fit for a -public school, in his thirteenth year, 
his father took him to the Gymnasium at Qued- 
linburg. Here Klopstock passed three years, un- 
marked by fame, and rather unfolding his corporeal 
Xhan his m^ital powers ; but the remembrance of 
those unfettered years afforded him, ever after, the 
sweetest enjoyment. Even in his old age, he 
entreated all bis friends who travelled through 
Quedlinburg, to visit the {day-^yard where he iiad 
enjoyed those early pleasures wfaioh are never 
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forgotten, and which he loved to describe eV6n to 
the minut^t circumstance. 

It appears that while he attended the Gymna- 
sium, he bad in some degree neglected liis studies^ 
fbr when speaking of his intended removal to the 
College, he sajrs, << My father now represented to 
me that I must be particularly industrious, as th6 
time of my remaining at the College would depend 
upon the success of my first examination, and on 
the consequent rank which I should obtain in the 
classes. I followed his advice, and again assi- 
duously applied myself to Latin and Greek; and 
I still remember how frequently I Walked up and 
down my garret in the heat of the sun, and studied 
in the sweat of niy brow.'' His introduction at 
the College is thus described by Mr. Cramer : * Hid 
father now took him to the Coll(^e^ and the ex- 
amination was arranged. The rector conducted 
him into an apartment, and gave him ah exercise 
to write, leaving witb him Weismann's Lexicon, 
and a grammar. It was to be completed in three 
hours, and then he was to ring the bell ; but He 
rung before the appointed time. The rector f^ 
^ peared. <* Is it finishei already ?' said he ; then 

cast his eye over it, and sent him into the play- 
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ground, wbere the scholars assembled,, as usaal, U>. 
welcome and to ridicule the new comer. One of 
the elder ones came to him with a scornful air, and 
said, *^ K-l-o-p-Klop-stock, is that your name?^ 
Upon which his uncommon name was immediately 
echoed and re-echoed, and laughed at. This enraged 
him, and gomg up to the boy, with a menacing 
tiir and stern look, he aniswered, <^ Yes, my name is 
Klopstock:" and from this time he was never as- 
sailed with any raillery, particularly as the rector 
h^hly appUuded his exercise, and immediately 
gave him the highest place in the third class. 

Klopstock was in his sixteenth year when he 
proceeded from the Gymnasium to the College^ 
ii{her^hifl character as ti'man and a&a poet b^an to 
he displayed in a very adviantageous point of view. 
.The rector Freytag deserves particular notice 
lamongst hU teachers : he elucidated the ancient« 
wi|h a precision and taste which were very rare at 
that time : :he sought to inake faia scholars familiar 
not only with the language^ but with the spirit <yf 
ihe writer. Under this gentleman die jndustrjonb 
youth acquired perfect knowledge of the cls^sics, 
entered into all the beooties of the ancient abthoi^, 
and while he followed with rapture the tH>ld flints 
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of their original genius, he fed a flame within him- 
fielf which W&8 soon to burst forth in full lustre. 
He read few books, but th^ were the best; and 
he teftd with $cute discriininatibn and uiiweaHed 
att^tion. Virgil was his &vpurite po^ ; and 
;while he saw in him the model of perfect beiai^lji;, 
^e felt a strong impulse to imitate him* Hb 
Applied himself very diligently to ^compositiop:]^ 
'})oth in proi^e ^i^ verse j and some Pastoral^ 
according to the fadhipnabl^ tas^ jif the 'time» 
j)reced^ one of the noblest plans thi^t ever entered 
-the^oul of apoet. 

Attbis ear^ period of his life, KiopBtock formed 
the resolutipn of writing an Epic Poem^ which tiU 
then had not existed in the German language. He 
tells us himsjelf how this idea arpse in hi^ mind* 
His enthusiastic admiration of Virgil; thegloi^y 
he promised himself in being the firrst who dbould 
jproduce a work like the iBneid in the langnagp 
of his native country ; tlie warmth of patriotisqi 
which early animated him to raise the fame of 
German literature in this particular to a level with 
that of other European countries; the just indig- 
nation he felt ia xeading the works of a French 
man, who had denied to the Germans any taletft 
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for poetry ; all combined with the consciousness 
of bis own superior powers, to spur him on to the 
execution of his exalted plan. 

In his beautiful Oration on quitting the College 
at Quedlinburg, after a very ingenious dissertation 
on the state of poetry in Germany, he expresses 
his idea of the talents requisite for the composition 
of an Epic Poem, in the following words. ** If 
amongst our present poets there may not be one 
who is destined to embellish his native country 
with this honour; hasten to arise, O glorious day, 
which shall bring such a poet to light ! And thou 
sun which shall first behold, and with mild beams 
enlighten him, approach I May virtue, and wisdom, 
with the celestial Muse, nurse him with the ten- 
derest care ! May the whole field of nature be 
displayed before him, and the whole magnificence 
of our adorable religion ! To him may even the 
range of future ages be no longer wrapt in impe- 
netrable darkness ! And by these instructors may 
he be rendered worthy of immortal fame, and of 
the approbation of God himself, whom above all 
he will praise !" On this passage Cramer makes 
the following observation : * How much would 
uny other person have found to say of himself on 
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this occasion ; but he^ with his whole plan in hb 
head and in his heart, and a determined resolution 
to execute it, and to be that poet of whom he 

here speaks; ^he says nothing,* Klopstock was 

long undecided in the choice of his subject He 
sought out some hero in the German history, and 
had once fixed on the Emperor Henry, the founder 
of the freedom of his native city*; but after 
choosing and rejecting many different subjects, he 
at last formed the plan of his Messiah ; and this 
preference was given even before he was acquainted 
with Milton, whose Paradise Lost became, soon 
after that period, his favourite and almost uninter* 
rupted study. 

An interesting account of Klopstock, when very 
young, was inserted in Bodmer's Letters on Qdr 
ticism, and reprinted by Cramer, in the year 1780^ 
with the approbation of the poet. Mr. Cramer 
speaks of it in the following manner. ^ I think 
it cannot be wrong to insert here this letter of our 
excellent Bodmer, since it is very worthy to be 

* Henry the First, surnamed the Fowler, who began 
to reign in the year 920. He conquered the Huns, and 
afterwards made a successful war ou the Venedi, who in- 
habited Saxony. He died in 936. 



16} 

known, and is in a collection of pieces whi^ are 
HO longer read. Klopstock himself is, I know, well 
satisfied with it ; and it is very remarkable that 
Bodmer should have drawn such an animated por* 
troit of bijn previous to thdr personal acquaint* 
ance* I can Venture to assert that if we divest 
this representation of mere fiction and ornament, 
we shall find much truth which Bodmer has 
blended with it.'— From this account I venture 
to make a few extracts, omitting conversations 
which are probably fictitious. 
- ** In his father's library are many sermons and 
ten Bibles, but not a single poet. He soon dis- 
tinguished the Bible from all the rest, still more 
through his own taste^ than on account of his 
&ther's earnest recommendations. He made it 
bis constant pocket companion, not merely as a 
duty, but for pleasure. While yet in his child- 
hood, h€f wais so Well acquainted with the phrase*- 
ology of the Hebrew language, and the figurative 
manner of reptesenting things, which he found in 
that book, that he used it, unknown to himself, 
]wherever be would express any thing with ear- 
nestness. — In a walk with his father, in a fine 
(spring morning, before he was quite fourteen yearn 
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eld, they liad sat down tmdier an oak, and a cool 
trestem breeze blew on them. His first words 
were, ^ AU around the oak receives ns in his 
shadow. Soft airs breathe on ixs, like a whiter 
e( the presence of God/ Then again : he said, 
* How peaceful grows the tender moss, here on 
the cool earth ! The hills lie round about in lovel; 
twilight, as though new made, and blooming Uke 
Eden/ 

^^ At that time the strong representations of 
inanimate nature, which he found in the poetical 
books of Job and the Prophets^ affected him most 
deeply ; and he was often heard, when he awoke 
in the morning, repeating whole chapters with a 
strong accent, as a poet might do who was reciting 
his own work. The descriptions were so strongly 
impressed on his mind, that when the things them^ 
selves came before his ^es, he would pften say 
they were not new to him ; he had already seen 
them in the Psalms and the Propliets. When he 
approached to manhood, the pathetic passages 
took the same strong hold on his heart, as the 
glittering and magnificent images had before 
taken on his fancy. A promise that fallen man 
should find mercy, drew tears from his eyes ; a 
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trace of the immortality of the soul threw him 
into a transport of gratitude. Religion did not 
remain a mere speculation of the brain ; it was a 
clear view of the greatness and glory of the 
Messiah; it was the pure feeling of love and 
grateful adoration. From this turn of mind sprung 
a style of writing full of poetry, b^re he had 
ever seen a verse, or knew any thing of prosody. 
He was a poet, while neither he nor his &ther 
suspected it I have seen a letter he wrote^ before 
he had attained his seventeenth year, to a youth 
of his own age, who seems to have been his only 
intimate acquaintance : it contained the following 
expressions. ^ My friend 1 Image of my mind ! 
whom an invisible Son of Heaven raises up, with 
me, to higher hopes than those of the human 
herd ; dost thou look on the tender youth of our 
friendship with that cheerful eye, which makes 
the innocence of youthful days cloudless like the 
days of eternity ? What dost thou feel in the 
expressions wherewith thy noble heart consecrates 
to thy friend, more than merely a verbal friend- 
ship ? Let us so ennoble it by the rectitude of 
our minds, that He who pours down his blessings 
from heaven, may look with pleasure on it.' 
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In the autumn of the year 1745» Klopstock left 
the College at Quedlinbarg, and removed to the 
Univeraity at Jena. His intention was to study 
theology, but the dull disputes of scholastic 
divines did not accord with the state of his mind at 
that period. He wanted no evidence to prove the 
truth of a religion which had taken entire pos- 
session of his heart, and he could not listen with 
patience to the cavils of infidel^ or the cold rea» 
sonings of metaphysicians ; and after a tedious half 
year, the ardent youth, whose mind was accostotnecl 
to better nourishment, removed with his relation 
Schmidt to the University of Leipsic. 

During the few months spent at Jena, he had, 
however, in the stillness of his closet, been reali* 
zing some part of his intended plan, by tracing 
out the three first cantos of the Messiah. He 
composed these three cantOs in prose, but his per- 
formance greatly displeased him. He was fired 
with a laudable indignation at feeling himself so 
inferior in harmony to his great models Homer 
and Virgil. Lost in his own reflections, he would 
frequently wander up and down the country round 
Jena, and in one of these solitary walks he came 
to a determination to imitate the great poets of 
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antiquity in the structure of their verse. In a few 
hours he completed a page of hexameters, and 
from that time decided on composing his poem in 
this oneasure. Thus he was the first who intro- 
duced into German poetry a metre which wias 
supposed to be unattainable in that language and 
he afterwards triumphantly defended this mode of 
yersification, both by example and arguiiient. 

In the spring of the year 1746, he carried with 
liim to Leipsic the three first books of the Messiah, 
which astonished and delighted a few ingenious 
friends to whom he shewed them. Amongst these 
early friends of Klopstock were, Craftier, Gartner, 
Schlegel, Giesecke, ZachariQ^. G^Ue^t^ and Ra- 
jbener. Schmidt, the relation as well as the bosom 
friend of the poet, had accompanied him to 
Xeipsic. These y6ui\g favourites of the Muses 
bad ^med themselves into a literary society, in 
order. to improve their taste by mutual criticisms 
on their various essays, of which the best were 
printed in a paper entitled " Bremen Cpntri- 
Imtions.^' Klopstock was admitted into their 
fiimall society, and the Messiah was made known 
to them in consequence of a scene which is thus 
described by Mr. Cramer. ^< In Klopstock's 
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apartment the Messiah first came to light. After 
the first compliments between hinl and my Tadier, 
Schmidt proceeded immediately to the execution 
of a plan he had formed. He turned the discourse 
to literary subjects, spoke of the English with ex- 
cessive praise, and then adverted to the Germans, 
and particularly to. the Contributors^, of whom he 
spoke in a manner that induced my father to take 
the part of his friends, but with thef greatest mo^ 
deration, according to his well-known character. 
He said, they knew very well that they were not 
perfect,.but they endeavoured to become so* They 
employed all possible severity of criticism towards 
themselves; they— —Schmidt interrupted him^and 
said, with a smile, "Yes, yes, severity of criticism 
is very well ; but genius, not one German pos- 
sesses that; the English, — ^the English." My father 
was prq>ar]ng to reply, when Klopstock, who till 
then had been only a spectator^ grew warm and 
interposed. « Dear Mr, Cramer, what will you 
think of my friend ? But he only pretends to insult 
you. When you shall become more acquainted 

♦ The Literary Society who published the Bremen Con* 
tributions. 
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with his manner, you will find that he is not in 
earnest/ *^ What, (cried Schmidt,) does he say so ? 
Do not believe him. He is the most severe critic 
amongst us. If you did but know how malicious 
he is 1" Then starting up, with an arch look, 
and a firm grasp, he drew the manuscript of the 
Messiah out pf a chest. ** There, there, (said he,) 
now you shall hear something*^ The affair now 
became serious. Klopstock, whose plan of secrecy 
was at once overturned by this treachery, sprung 
up, his countenance glowing, and said, ^ Schmidt, 
I do not know you at this moment.' He struggled 
with him, endeavouring to snatch away the ma- 
nuscript; but Schmidt, who became more and 
more resolute, paid no regard to his opposition, 
kept him off with one hand, and with the other 
help up the papers, like Caesar when he swam 
across the Nile. My father, whose curiosity 
was now strongly excited, entreated; Klopstock 
protested ; but Schmidt began to read. Still 
however Schmidt contrived a little mischief; for 
though he usually read well, he now took pains to 
do it ill, that he might if possible induce my father 
to find fault with the work, or at least to listen 
coldly, in order that his own triumph over the 
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Contributors might be complete. But my father 
was too sharp-sighted to be deceived. Scarcely 
had Schmidt read one page, before he interrupted 
him with much animation. ^ Mr. Schmidt, I must 
tell you, that should be read quite in a different 
manner,' " You have taken the words out of my 
mouth, (said Klopstock ;) and now, Schmidt, since 
the secret is betrayed, give it to roe. I will read 
it myself.'' He now took courage, and read the 
whole first canto, and he particularly excelled in 
reading hexameters. The termination of this 
adventure may easily be imagined. Hostilities 
with Schmidt were presently laid aside ; my father 
received the poem as it ought to be received, 

, expressed to Klopstock his warmest approbation, 
and said there was a society of friends, to whom it 
would afford the greatest pleasure, if he might be 
permitted to impart it to them, and that it should 
remain a secret with them. The heart of our dear 

. friend was already gained, and he consented. My 
father took the poem first to Gartner, then to the 
others, and in consequence was sent, by them all, 
with an invitation to Klopstock to join their society. 
He accepted it. They regarded each other at the 
first moment as friends, and they w^re really so, 
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for amongst such beings tedious ceremonies are 
useless.** 

In the two following years he produced manj 
excellent Odes, which, together with the three 
cantos of the Messiah, appeared at first in the 
Bremen Contributions. It may with truth be 
observed, that at this period Germany was not 
prepared for the reception of a poet of so superior 
a cast; the public taste was not sufficiently farmed 
to relish the lofly flight of KlopstocVs genius; 
but his cantos were read with the highest warmtk 
of admiration by those who possessed a gemii»» 
taste for poetry, and their applause was suffi^iwt 
to animate the poet in the prosecution of his 
sublime plan. 

Klopstock's residence at Leipsic became unplea» 
sant' to him after he had lost his chosen friends^ 
who gradually left the University. The warm an4 
tender attachment that bound him to this esti«> 
mable circle in Leipsic, formed, one of the sweetest 
recollections of his past life, on which bt dwolt 
with peculiar pleasure even in his old age. /When 
he afterwai'ds contemplated in pensive sadness 
each of these beloved friends sinking successivioty 
into the grave before him, his only comfort-was 
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the remembrance of what they had once been to 
him^ and the prospect of what they would be in a 
happier world. 

In the course of the year 1 748, Klopstock left 
Leipsic, to reside at Langensalza, in the houise of 
a relation named Weiss, whose children he un- 
dertook to instruct. This is an interesting period 
in the life of Klopstock, as he now became ac- 
quainted with the beautiful sister of his friend 
Schmidt, who is the subject of some of his most 
admired poems, in which she is distinguished by 
the name of Fanny, He never had courage to 
make proposals of marriage, as he thought he had 
no prospect of success, and the lady was soon 
Afterwards united to another. Many of his odes 
and elegies, as well «s his letters to Bodmer, prove 
the purity and ardour of this youthful passion; and 
the pain of not seeing himself beloved, added to 
the influence of severe application on his healthy 
jconspired to throw him into a deep melancholy, 
which lasted for some time, and threw a dark co- 
louring over all his poetic effusions. It is probably 
to this period of Klopstock's life that Mr. Cramer 
alludes, when, speaking of his cheerful disposition 
in, the latter part of his life, he makes the following 

c 
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obfenrationtt. ^^ I could ivish to know from what 
cause it arises, that in many persons who are re- 
markable for sensibility, and strong powers of 
imagination, precisely that period of life when 
the body is in its greatest vigour, and the animal 
spirits are the most lively ; when the prospect of 
all the delights of honour and friendship is most 
fiiir and blooming, and when the termination of 
these enjoyments appears at the greatest distance; 
'^that period is, however, frequently the time of 
melancholy re6ections, of iamiliarity with the 
grave, and habitual contemplation of death. This 
' Youth for ever,'* whose age even now shines 
with all the brightness of a fine spring mornings 
and who, with the well-regulated disposition of 
a wise man, his brow never clouded with me- 
lancholy or ill-humour, gathers all the flowers of 
joy, was formerly wrapped in the mourning attire 
of Young. Never did he more seriously reflect 
on the instability of all earthly things, or on the 
importance of eternity. Many times did he then 

♦ The 'Youth for ever' was the title given him by some 
of hii intimate friends, as appears by Dr. Mumssen's 
thiid letter to the Editor. 
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dip his pencil, in the darkest colours, while on the 
richest and most beautiful night-pieces he painted 
— .^ath." This however wore away entirely after 
a few years, from travelling, agree^le society, 
constant occupation, increasing fame, and a fresh 
attachment. 

While Klopstock had retired from the world to 
.an obscure retreat, his Messiah excited such a 
degree of attention, as no other book had ever 
liwakened in Germany. Friends and enemies, 
admirers and critics, appeared on all sides ; but 
its success was owing as much to the sacredness 
of the subject, as to the beauty of the poetry. 
Young preachers quoted it from the pulpit ; and 
Christian readers loved it, as a book that afforded 
them^ amidst the rage of controversy, some scope 
for devout feeling. By some divines it was con- 
demned as a presumptuous fictipn : and the par- 
tisans of the grammarian Gottshed raised still 
greater clamour against the work on account o£ 
.the language; while the Swiss critics, on the other 
hand, extolled it to the greatest degree. Bodmer 
in particular, the translator of Milton, embraced 
the cause of the German ^ic bard with enthu- 
siastic ardour, and contributed greatly to acce- 

c 2 



lerate the cekbritj of tbe poem. Elc^todc, 
whose mind was occupied with sablime and ori- 
ginal ideas, engaged in none of diese disputes, 
but sufiered friends and enemies to write as they 
pleas^ed, while he was siknt, and followed the bent 
of his genius* 

In the summiHr of the rear 1750> Kkipslockwent 
to Zurich, on an inrilatioa firon Bodner, at whose 
hou$e he resided, and mith whc«n be had pre- 
\iou^* churned on a o»mespondence. Some of his 
Kmuhts to this excellent firiend will be found in 
the t^^k^wii^ collection. Klopstock was recdved 
in SwiiterUnd with die most flatterii^ marks of 
dthy^n^ am) re$|>cct. The $«Mime and enchantii^ 
bcnulic^ \M[' that ixvmantic wmitrr; the fiiendship 
of ntuuc highh><ulUTated minds^ and the uncor- 
ruphxl manners of that rmiKMis nation, wooM 
)MM'hA)Vft hax*e made him fidddess to hk nati^ 
hiiul) hml not an unexjK^ted draunsboiee opoed 
to h\\\\ xwy difltwni )>i>ct$;|x<ts in Bfe The good 
|{t^hiuii of (Wmany rai)t<tl up the iJkistrioas Danisii 
C\>u«l tWritAtorA; x^hojic e«)|\ack)us mind traced in 
llu^ vi^iy t^>mm<^c<^ment ^>f KK^ps^todt's work the 
i\\\\\\^ utory of iho jyvcu llic thwe first cantos 
h<ul {)m\ pitMli<N(| to him at IWi% where he 
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sided as Danish Ambassador: and he immediately 
resolved to take, the author under his patronage. 
By Count BernstorfiT, Klopstock was recommended 
to the favourite minister of Frederick V. and 
through him to the King himself, by whom he 
was invited to reside at Copenhagen, on a pension 
which set him above pecuniary cares, and left him 
at liberty to complete the Messiah. This entitled 
the Danish Monarch to the noble ode in which 
Klopstock dedicated to him his sublime poem, and 
gratitude attached him to his new country*. 

It was. in the spring of the ycfar 1751, that 
Klopstock quitted his beloved Switzerland, and 
travelled through Saxony lo Denmark. He vi- 
sited his relations at Quedlinburg, and some of 
his academical friends at Brunswick; and at Ham- 
burg he first saw the lovely and accomplished 
Margaretta MoUer, who, afterwards made him the 
happiest of men. An interesting account of the 

^ It appears however^ that his friends thought him idle ; 
for in a letter to Cramer, dated May 6, 1755, Rabener 
says, '' How is Klopstock ? Here people think he is dead. 
If we do not receive the promised book at the present 
Fair, I shall be of opinion thai it is not right for kinga 
to give pensions to gre^t geniuses/' 
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progress of this attadiment will be found in Mrs. 
Klopstock's letters to Richardson ; and the letters 
of her friends, after the fatal event which put a 
period to the poet's short-lived felicity, with his 
own account of her character, and some fragments 
of her writings, form the principal contents of the 
following pages. 

After his first meeting with this lady, Klopstodc 
continued his journey to Copenhagen, where he 
lived in the enjoyment of tranquillity and leisure, 
beloved and respected by all who were friends to 
science and virtue. Here he studied the works of 
Young and Richardson. With the former he kept 
up a corrcHpondcncc, and addressed to him an 
Odc'i whicli in strongly expressive of esteem and 
iidnttrnilon. The letters which constantly passed 
bcitwoon him and his beloved Margaret, knit still 
clost^r the bonds of oiTcction ; but domestic cir- 
cumstances obliged them to delay their union to a 
distant period. In the year 1752, the King having 
determined to spend the summer in Holstein^ 
Klopstock took that opportunity to return to the 
object of his afTectioii at Hamburg, and ocxise- 
eratcd this happy interval to Love and the Muses. 
To this circumstance wt ut indebted far his ci(>» 
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tivating songs to his Margaret, under the title of 
Cidli, the name which he had given to Jairus's 
daughter in the Messiah. His matrimonial alli- 
ance was, however, still deferred, and he was 
obliged to leave her once more, in order to return 
with the King to Copenhagen, where he continued 
during the whole of the following year. In the 
summer of the year 1754, he travelled again to 
Hamburg; and at length, on the iOth of June, 
be was united to the amiable object of his afiec* 
tioQ. After his marriage he went with his bride to 
Quedlinburg ; and it was there that, after a severe 
illness, he wrote his celebrated Ode on Recovery. 
But he enjoyed for a very short time the bliss .of 
connubial affection; in the year 1758, the beloved 
partner of his heart died in childbed, and his 
affliction may be more easily imagined than de- 
scribed. He cherished the remembrance of this 
charming woman to the last moment of his lif^ 
and always found a melancholy pleasure in visiting 
her grave in the village of Ottensen, near Ham- 
burg, where he directed that his own remains 
should be placed by her side. 

The afflicted heart of Klopstock still himg on 
his protector and friend, Count Bemstprff; md 



lit mnclc Copenhagen his residence, till that great 
mnn resigned his office in the year 1771. After 
this pericHi the pott returned to Hamburg, where 
hv still enjoyed n pension from the king of Den- 
nnwki by whom he was much esteemed and loved. 
In I7t^» the Margrave Frederick of Baden sent 
Mm a pressing Invitation to Carlsruhe, where he 
teinatneil about a vear, and then returned to 
ttau^bu)y% at which place he resided during the 

N^^\v(thMaiKlii>g the ^ortous tarn of mind whkh 
jH^'vavU^ thcwviliu^H of tl/u^ S*^'*^ poet, he was 
^^K^ v^f *\Kivt\\ <ukI vvry lively aiKi agreeable. 
1 1 U svuiUs'^^MUw v^ji I am iuR^ruKtl by one of his 
l\WusU^ w*^-* vAtiv^H'^y plv^i»g> though not re- 
U^uv)kubl>* huuvUvMnvs IbV eyes were Wiie> full of 
^uiui^Uv^K bv^ vbivtK c\(Hx>^ive of softness and 
b4,^>sAs^MK\\ kliii \v^\v Wiic$. uttCtHttiiioiily sweet ; 
av*sl whvu he ti^^t ;hKIi\>^\1 a $tt^iti|p»% it was m a 
Wwx ^vntK\ iH^'rl\HtH^ t^HK\ ttll bjT dSsgrees ke 
vvoaH<»u\K\) his wIk4c ^utctitKMi by th^ ^ortt and 
VMv^^v v»f hijs vVii\er^a£i%H». JkaiHtdEfi^ wtdk all 
IIk^ 6jv vh ^f^fm^JSi biit al^s^y^s g^^tlv Md «»»- 

t^iitiuiKir: trrr^T^ hr rrmanrninnij iitoViiHi nnriinT 
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by any strong lines, or remarkable expression of 
countenance; so that where he was not known, 
his figure would probably have attracted no notice, 
till he entered into conversation. His character is 
thus described by his friend Sturtz: " Klopstock 
is always cheerful in company, and possesses an 
unabating vivacity. He often adorns a trifling 
thought with all the richness of his poetic powers. 
He is never severe in ridicule, nor positive in 
argument, but expresses his opinions with great 
modesty, and listens attentively to the opposite 
sentiments of others. Equally remote from the 
servility of the courtier, or the superciliousness of 
Tulgar pride, he never lost sight of the man in 
the splendour or the meanness of his situation ; he 
esteems birth highly, but real merit still more. 
In the polite circles of insipidly fine people, un- 
marked by any stamp of character, Klopstock is 
never to be found; he prefers the humbler and 
more substantial enjoyment of domestic friendship, 
heightened by the surrounding charms of nature 
in rural seclusion. I have often been delighted 
at seeing him pass by amidst a crowd of young 
people, by whom he is almost always surrounded, 
^d who appeared highly gratified at being in hisr 
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coaipAuy. In painting, he lores only what ileli* 
at^U£*» ^ite, deep thought, and speaking expression ; 
in aiuftic, :uiy what aifects the heart. One of his 
mvutime aoiu&cuients is skaiting, and be has re« 
cuBunciHieu ic 'vith enthusiasm. The amusement 
ba^ -^uce neariv oroved fatal to him. The ice 
bruih^ .iiKi hi> life was exposed to very serious 
ia&t|^'; ?tu -le vtis saved by his noble friend 

x;o|jMjj<A. > uA^ti as^ a poet is now universally 
i^j^^A4<euged jy a&i ^vho are capable of forming 
,ia> vulgiuui& ou rbe subject* His divine songs 
l>n,4»ai«: .iM ^^oioinie >pirit of Christianity; zeal 
a iic .;iwx ji truth, lervent piety, and active 
b«ii%.vvACU<t:. Vil !>> grand, sublimey and original, 
liis "^U-stii;^ >.a;i raL^^J the tame of his native 
cuu;ia V ;li :ii^ higiuisi; department of epic poetry 
CO .i 'ovci ^idi iliai of every other natiim. Sudi 
:it IctLai >^ the opiuiou of many excellent critics^ 
nho ^hai•c the regret which Klopstock always 
suvugly iQiprc&>ed, that this admirable worti has 
iu>t bccit translated into the English laugiu^ in 
such a manner as it deserves"^. From the superior 

• JVoto ^ Mr. Cramer^ — 1 was acquainted with an En^ 
Mun<m of the name of Eaton, a young man of m esficl*^ 
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qualities of this great poet in the epic style, it is 
usual to forget his dramatic talents, which are 
allowed to be considerable, though his tragedies 
are more fitted for reading than representation. 
His first tragedy, entitled the Death of Adam, was 
succeeded by two others, entitled Solomon and 
David ; and by three dramatic pieces, intended to 
celebrate the German hero Hermann, or Arminius. 

lent understanding, who had made a sufficient progress 
in the German language to understand Klopstock's poe- 
try;and to be an enthusiastic admirer of him. As he had 
been Consul at Bassora, and had made many voyages to 
the Levant, Arabic and Persic were as familiar to him as 
his mother tongue. He related to me a singular anec- 
dote respecting the efiect of the Messiah. He once at- 
tempted to translate to an Arabian priest, as accurately 
as the great difference between the languages would per- 
mit, a passage in a Hymn to Christ. He said that it was 
impossible to describe the attention with which the Arab 
listened to it. At length the blood rose into his face ; he 
stood up, and exclaimed wish vehemence, " Excellent ! 
but Allah pardon him for having so highly exalted the 
Son.'^ He then begged Mr. Eaton to proceed, and again 
rose hastily, with a sort of indignant admiration, continu- 
ally repeating, " Allah pardon him, for having so highly 
exalted the Son." 
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I find the following account of '< The Death of 
Adam,** in an elegant Essay on the German 
Theatre, by Henry Mackenzie, esq. ; which was 
published in the Transactions of the Royal Society 
of Edinburgh, vol. ii. 

** There is one performance of a singular kind, 
by a writer whom Germany places by the side of 
Homer and Milton, Klopstock the author of *■ The 
Messiah/ This is * The Death of Adam,' written 
in a dramatic form, though, as the author himself 
informs us, not meant for representation. The 
subject, indeed, seems to exclude it from the stage ; 
but the situations, though not of a pleasing, are of 
a highly interesting kind, and the conceptions and 
language are marked with that force and sublimity 
which his countrymen so enthusiastically admire 
in Klopstock. The Angel of Death is introduced 
as a person in the drama, announcing to Adam his 
approaching fate. The appearance of this majes- 
tic and terrible Being is prepared in a manner 
uncommonly awful and sublime. Adam and his 
son Seth are on the scene. * The terrors of the 
Almighty,* says the father of mankind, * are upon 
me. My eyes lose you, my son. What darkly 
gleaming light rolls before me ! Feel'st thou the 
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shaking of this rock? Dost thou hear the trem>- 
Uing of that hill ? Upon that hill behold him ! 
Seest thou, my son, the Angel of Terror !' — * Tk 
night around me,' replies Seth, < but I hear the 
noise of sounding, steps !' — The sublimity of this 
terror, which is conveyed to the ear while invisible 
to sight, has been felt in the same manner, and Is 
expressed in nearly the same words, by a poet of 
our own, who, in that passage at least, has touch'd 
the lyre with the true energy of a bard* * Hark I* 
exclaims the Druid in Caractacus, 

' Hark ! heard you not yon footstep dread, 
' That shook the earth with thundering tread ? 
' 'Twas Death.' 

■ 

It will be no disparagement to either of the 
modern poets, if they shall be thought to have 
borrowed the idea from the CEdipus Coloneus 
of Sophocles. 

^^ The Angel is visible to Adam, and announces 
bis approaching dissolution with the simplicity and 
solemnity of his function. The signs he gives are 
the sun descending behind the grove of cedars, 
and the return of the Angel, whose steps shall 
«gain shake the earth. ' Thine eye shall be dim, 

1 
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and thou shalt not see me, but thou shalt hear the 
rock burst with the noise of thunder, — thou shalt 
hear, and die !'— The reader is thus prepared for 
the awful event, and the imagination watches, from 
scene to scene, the sinking of the sun, and'^the 
shaking of the earth, with that anxious expectar 
tion, those minute terrors^ if the expression may 
be allowed me, which of all circumstances give the 
strongest emotion to the mind. — I take this short 
notice of the drama in question, because it stands 
without the pale of theatrical criticism, and be- 
cause it is the production of a writer who is but 
little known in this country, though his genius is 
revered, even to idolatry, in his own." 

In Horn's " Critical History of German Poetry 
and Eloquence," printed at Berlin in the yetu* 
1805, are the following remarks on the character 
and the poetical talents of Klopstock. 

** We may observe in Klopstock three equally 
exceUent traits of character which are displayed in 
his poems — ^patriotism, warmth of friendship, and 
pure religion ; and each of these deserves some 
observations. The poet appeared in Germany at 
a time, when unconscious of our own powers, or 
At least neglecting them^ we £Etvoured only foreign 
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productions, and were not restrained from pro* 
ceeding in that unworthy conduct, even by the 
insolence with which our neighbours received 
such adulation. We had accustomed ourselves to 
consider the poetical compositions of the French 
as particularly excellent ; and whilst one person 
after another repeated this opinion, all our attempts 
were imitations of those models ; and the bold 
national, poetic spirit of former times was regarded 
'With contempt. Klopstock alone had the courage 
to awaken the attention of his ^sleeping coun- 
trymen, by his noble compositions, full of ardour 
and tenderness ; in order that they might resume 
their ancient force and energy, and that calm dig- 
nity, which confides in itself and is unwilling to 
borrow from others. He was the man who first 
animated his native land with the spirit to attain 
•to that degree of excellence in the higher species 
of poetry, of which it was capable, and to which 
it has already attained. 

" Friendship inspired Klopstock with many of 
his finest Odes. It is a thought which fills us with this 
most pleasing sensations, that this man, who must 
have felt so firm a confidence in himselij yet con- 
stantly lived on the sentiments of friendship, and 
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even had the art of warming many cooler hdavta 
with the overflowings of hik affection ; and although 
that animated and ardent feeling of friendship 
should sometimes have deceived him, with regard 
to the worth of those on whom he bestowed it, yet 
even they who had the least merit amongst them 
were capable of appreciating in some degree his 
el^ant and rich mind. 

" Klopstock's piety, in its full extent, as it influ- 
enced both his heart and his understanding, may 
clearly be discovered in his Odes, entitled < The 
Omnipotent,' * The Contemplation of God,' &c. 
and in the plan of the Messiah. When we con- 
template this last in all its dignity and grandeur^ 
and at the same time consider the courage which 
was requisite in order to adopt it as the subject of 
an epic poem, we sliall, even on this account alone^ 
bestow on Klopstock the title of a great poet. 
The reception which the Messiah found in Ger- 
many, was adequate to its merits; we congratulated 
ourselves on a work which the most sacred spirit 
bad inspired; and the admiration which was excited 
by this extraordinary poet restrained the frivolous 
criticisms, with which the Gbttingen school had 
presumed to attack his work." 
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As ah additional proof of the justice 6f these 
Y)bservations on the charaeter of Klc^tock^ I, will 
here insert the conclusion of the speech which he 
pronounced when he quitted the Collide in his 
tw^ty-first year. It shews what were the senti*- 
ments which animated his heart from youth to age. 

^ Piety, and the duty of expressing a thankful 
hecu*t towards Thee, O E^rnal Goo, the holiest 
and the sweetest duty which is imposed on mortal 
man, now animate and inflame my soul ; but at the 
same dme I am confused at the view of thy ma- 
jesty ; I tremble widi holy awe ; and when I would 
wish to' say much that should be worthy of Thee, 
I am speechless. I stand far off with down-cast 
eyes^ astonished and immoveable^ Yet wherefore 
do I stand thus? Though I am an atom amidst 
thy works, O thoii great Creator, I will &11 down 
and worship. The paths through which Thou 
leadest man, can by none of us be entirely dis- 
covered; but we find in this labyrinth the. wisest 
order, and the highest d^ee of mercy and love. 
Whi^ wonder do these thoughts raise in me I The 
soul is averse to receive the conviction that 
isdbe cannot contemplate herself without being 
liable to error ; but she learns (and that is her 
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greatest bqipiliesi) that sho citnnot eiTy wben Con- 
vinced of har own ignorancd; the believes it to be 
the highest wisdom to adote Tbee^ O thou Holieilt 
of Beings! Delighting to be oCoufued in the 
•contemplation of Thee^ she overflows with pure 
tnd saofed joy, and triumphs in the recollection of 
her dignity aluf immortal destioaticm, glorioue in 
divine light. This is the greatest blessing, which 
Thou, O most Beneficent of B^gs, hast conferred 
upon me. 'With how much delight and asto- 
nishment do I glorify that goodness^ which has 
bestowed on me an enlightened mind, and health, 
by which I am enabled attentivdy to contemplate 
thy fidr creation. O Best of Beings, let me so 
employ diese gifb, that I may by their aid seriously 
endeavour to acquire piety and virtue. And finally, 
to the benefits which thou bestowest on my body, 
O grant stability ; and to those which my immortal 

soul has received, eternity. 

'< And you, my most beloved friends, may with 
reason expect from me some expression of grati- 
tude ; »nce I have acquired smdi, and much that 
is excellent, in your society. I have always atten- 
tivdy studied you as a book; I have often dwdt 
long even on the most insignificant peges^ 
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hi^te repeatedly perused them with such i^nwearied 
diligenoe, that the greatest part of their content^ 
veitiains for -ever impressed on my memory. If X 
read with a strong spirit of investigation, reproach 
me not ; for if it were in ray power to confer honour 
on you, this would redound to your honour. Mai^ 
books weary i&e in the reading; and those must 
hfi very excellent which I allow myself to read a 
seocmd time. But why should I dwell so loi^ on 
this comparison ? I behold you, speak to you, and 
icall you friends^ You have seen, and will se^, 
many in your society, of more exalted talents and 
learning; hat naae who oould more carefully 
pbsmrve your conduct, or more delight in your 
society, than tnyself. 

'^ And finally, my College, guardian and wknesfi 
of this friendship, hail to thee ! For ever shall I re^- 
member thee with gratitude ; for ever consider and 
revere thee as the parent of those works, which I 
have Ventured toicommence under thy protection I" 

The remaining years of the life of Klopstock 

affoM fe^ events. In 1791, when he was in his 

.sixty-eighth year, he married Johannah von 

Wenthem, who was oiearly related to his first 

wife ; and mudi of the haf^iness of his cheerfiil 

D 2 
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old dge was owing to his unicm with this lad j. 
To the close of life he retained his poetical 
powers ;; and his sacred harp still sent forth strains' 
of snblime and heartfelt piety. 

Klopstock died at Hamburg, on the 14th of 
March, 180S, in the 80th year of his age, with a 
firm expectation of happiness beyond the grave. 
His strong feelings of religion shed a lustre on his 
last moments, when he displayed a noble example 
of what he had often sung in his divine poemsi 
He preserved his gentle animation, his fervent 
piety, and the admirable serenity of his mind, till 
the close of life. To the last his heart was as 
warm as ever; and the hopes which had isupported 
him through all his trials, continued tinshaken to 
his last moments. He spoke of death with the 
most cheerful composure. The pleasing images c^ 
immortality sung by his own lofty Muse recurred 
to his mind in the moment of trial, and whispered 
comfort to his spirit as it fled.«>— His soul had been 
undismayed at the symptoms <^ decay which 
increased every year. His strength was greatly 
diminished in the winter of 1802, but he was 
still pleased with the visits of his friends. He 
frequently read bis Messiah, but << think not,'' bd 
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once asad to a friend, ** that I now read it as a 
poet ; I only occupy myself with the ideas it con- 
tuins." His voice was remarkably pleasing, and 
he repeated his poems with much taste and feeling. 
To the last he loved to speak of his Meta, and 
pleased himself with planting white lilies on her 
gravC) because the lily was the most exalted of 
flowers, and she was the most e:$alted of women* 
Jie did not Ipve to speak of the events which have 
lately disturbed the world^ but turned the discourse 
with peculiar pleasure to the past scenes of his 
life. His retentive memory^ the liveliness of his 
imaginations and the elegance as well a3 force of 
his language, made his representation of these 
scenes extremely interesting to his friends. 

In the last weeks of his life he secluded himself 
entirely, even from those who were most dear to 
him. He sent them many kind messages, but 
declined seeing them. Tranquilli^ of mind, re- 
signation to the will of God, warm emotions of 
gratitude for the happiness he had enjoyed in life^ 
gentle ^durance of the pains ,p{ death, a calm 
ptospect of the grave, and joyful esi^pectations of 
|i bigber existence, these were now his sensations. 
The &ir form of the Angel of Peath, the exalted 
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View of a better world, which had fired the lofty-* 
minded youth to compose his sacred hymns, these 
now hdyered round the head of the aged dying 
^int In the 12th canto of the Messiah, he has 
sung the happy close of a virtuous life with unpa- 
ralleled grandeur of description. Such christiai^ 
triumph attended him in the hard struggles of 
dissolution, which grew more painful on a nearer 
approach. In the last and severest conflict h^ 
raised himself on his couch, folded his hands, and 
with uplifted eyes pronounced the sacred words 
.so finely illustrated in one of his Odes, — •• Can a 
woman forget her child, that she should nothav^ 
pity on the fruit of her womb ? Yes, she may 
.forget ; but I will not forget Thee !" — The struggle 
was now over, he fell into a gentle sltitnber, and 
awoke no more. 

A solemn funeral, such as Germany had nev6r 
. witnessed for any man of letters before, honoured 
the venerable remains of Klopstock. The follow- 
ing account of the awful ceremony was ^f ilten by 
one of bis friends, and inserted ill ^ Hamburg 
newspaper, dated March 22, 1803. 

" At ten o'clock this moriting, above seventy 
coaches assembled before the house of th^ d^eased. 
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MoQEArtfs moiuming cantata, resounded througli 
die aisles, and added a melting solemnity to the 
scene. Paring a pause in the music, Dr.^ Meyer 
took the book from the coffin, and read, from the 
12th canto of the Messiah, the description of the 
death of Mary the sister of Lazarus :— comforting, 
attniating images of death and immortality which 
jbad hovered round the death-bed of the pious 
Poet I exalted thoughts of religion with which his 
aool djeparted from this world ! Then burst fortl^ 
r (the chorus, ' Arise^ eerily thou shalt arise !' during 
r whidi the coffin was taken up and carried into the 
* dgBitfa-yard, and after every sacred rite was perr 
^ Ibnnedf it was let down into the grave. 
V- .'flf .A noUe lime-tree overshadows it. Flowers, 
^ li|0 ifiiitlings of the new-awakened spring, were 
^iorttared over it. Peace^ heavenly peace^ shall 
fc jyfii! over this beloved grave. Ye men of future 
MMffptkms, men of genuine taste and feeling, ye 
wmfilAake a pilgrimage to this grave, and pay to 
Uhv Jpvm of a man, who was the glory of his 

4Uid fbe pride of his nation, the o£Pering of 

on and gratitude, which we his friend^ 
contemporaries by this day's ceremony cai| 
fipmtlf express for our dear departed friend/' 




tween the Marshals went three young ladiest 
dressed in white, crowned with oak leaves and 
white roses, and carrying wreaths of roses, myrtle^ 
and laurel. The procession passed through the 
principal streets of Altona, to the grfive in the 
ehurch-yfird of the village of Ottensen. The 
corpse was every where met by open demonstra-! 
tions of respect and love, and of grief for such 
an irreparable loss. The guards by whom thQ 
procession passed in bo^h towns, paid military ho- 
nours, and the ships in the harbour had mourning 
flags. When the pi:»cession arrived at the grave^ 
where it was received by music of wind inst^Ur 
ments muffled, the coffin was taken o£F the hearse^ 
carried into the church, and placed before the altar. 
The noble poem of the Messiah was laid on the 
coffin. A young man stq)ped forward, an<l coveiiod 
the open book with a laurel crown, while the young 
ladies from Altona laid theirs on the bier. Then 
began the musical celebration performed by above 
an hundred musicians, together with many fiomale 
singers from different families in Hamburg, 
^tanzas and chorusses out of Klopstock's parar 
phrase of the Pater Noster, and his spiritual songs 
jiet to music by Romberg and others, and out of 
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Jiiozait's mowming cantata, iiesounded througU 
die aisles, and added a melting solemnity to the 
scene. Paring a pause in the music. Dr., Meyer 
todc the book from the coffin, and read, from the 
12th canto of the Messiah, the description of the 
death of Mary the sister of Lazarus :— comforting, 
animatijig images of death and immoitality which 
bad hovered round the de^th-bed of the pious 
Poet I CKalted thoughts, of religion with which his 
soul departed from this world ! Then burst forti^ 
|he chorus, ^ Arise, verily thou sfaalt arise V during 
which the coffin was taken up and carried into the 
djfurch-yard, and after every sacred rite was perr 
formed, it was let down into the grave. 

if A noble lime-tree overshadows it. Flowers, 
the firstlings of the newr'nwakened spring, were 
scattered over it. Peace, heavenly peace^ shall 
hover over this beloved grave. Ye men of iuture 
generations, men of genuine taste and feeling, ye 
will make a pilgrimage to this grave, and pay to 
the manes of a man, who was the glory of his 
age, and fiie pride of his nation, the offering of 
admiration and gratitude, which we his friend^i 
and contemporaries by this day's ceremony cai^ 
but faintly express for our dear departed friend/* 



suppose a reader versed in all the Northern a» well 
as Greek and Latin dialects ; and you inay judge 
that, even among scholars, the number of such as 
can profit or be entertained by them cannot b^ 
considerable. — —I remember that my for ever dear 
and lamented friend Charles* had begun to tran9- 

■ 

late some of his Odes ; he who was master of both 
languages ; but I do not know what is become of 
tbem. Th^y are no where to be found. All that 
I can send you at present is a collection of Mar- 
garett^ IClopstock's letters, &c. and a lecture de- 
livered last year at Qi^edlinburg, his native pli^ce, 
xootaining particulars of his education, &c. See, ^ 
. P.S. y.ou will excuse when I write not por?- 
rectly ; being so long parted from EngUnd, w))f3r^ 
pnpe I thought iQyself ^\, home^ 



I.ETTER II, 

. I wYix bope, dear 'NLadam^ ihift before this letter 
comes tp hand, yo^ will have received the mfite|rifdf» 

' * Charles Hanl^ury^ Esq. This excellent young man 
fdiefiin the year 17C(3, , , 
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relating to our divine poet. Should I be so happy 
to discover any thing morei you shall have it ; and 
in a.deluge of books and pamphlets, should some- 
thing realty lieautifbi and worth your notice appear, 
which might please you and your young friend, or 
accommodate the taste of the English, I will very 
willingly forward it to you. — I have lately been 
wdl entertained by a drama, Pdlyxene^ worthy of 
the true spirit of the ancients. — Hegvlus^ by Colliny 
an officer in the Imperial service, and Wilhelm 
Telly by Schiller, I can recommend as productions 
|)romoting virtue and religion* 

I am in these long evenings heading Hume's 
History of England, and find very little conso- 
lation in cotnparing the times of Charles 1st, and 
those of Louis XVlth. There is so much resem^ 
blance, that it would surprise many who no mor<i 
recollect the times past. The Revolution of 
England has at the end proved beneficiad to your 
^country: what will be the consequence of that 
which we have se^n, Coo alone knows t &c. 



• • ■ • • • , 
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LETTER III. 

<< AUpMi M Miff 1805. 

I AM diarmed to find that you and your friend 
are pleased with the materials I have lient. Go 
on in your laudable endeavour, in q>ite of those 
cold hypocrites that are a sad race of men 
every where. 

Fanny is the poetical name of Miss Schmidt, a 
near relative of Klopstock. He never declared 
his passion to her, for there was no protect g£ a 
nearer union. She was afterwards married to a 
gentleman whose ilame I do not remember* The 
gentle youth, in the prime of life, inspired by 
religion, and in love with Fanny, applied in vain 
to Bodmer at Zurich for an employment. These 
letters are lately published, and though certainly 
not intended for the press, they do honour to the 
&e]ings of his heart, and the ardour of his mind- 
I intend to send you these letters by the. first tra- 
veller whom I can entrust with the charge. 

We have as yet no biography of Klopstock to 
my mind. Professor Cramer (son to the late 
Chancellor to the University of Kiel, Klopstock's 
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iatraiaie friend, he that published the Nordisclie 
Auftdier, a periodical paper in imitation cf jtmr 
Spectator) woold be a proper person, being 
aoqaamted from his youth with Klopstock. Ife 
iivet at Paris, and I remember that he c<^lected 
'»my caribtts circumstances concerning that eK* 
traordinary genius. 

' Oidli is an imaginary name from the Messiah. 
Klcq)stock gave timt name to Jainis*s daughter, 
and that of Semida to the youth of Kain. Seel^ 
Episode in the Messiak In bis Odes he giwin 
Hub name to Im beloved Margaret Moller« Meta 
is Margaretlia contracted. 

- KJppstDck's princ^al occupation was that of a 
grammarian, the comparative study of languages 
with regard to the German. J, who saw him 
every day when in Hamburg, found him always 
in pursuit of whatever is noble, sublime, and beau- 
tiful. He was a most agreeable companion. We 
used tbcatt him **^en ewigen Jungling,^ tkeyotdk 
jforeixrl He has li\ned fre^ all his life-time, and 
has re^tMtimfended Kbeity on all occasions. His 
l^rdits were intentted to rouse the Germans from 
their dps^hy, and to iti^pi^e them and their princes, 
even the Bmptdror Joseph himself, with die kwHrf 



* «* ^ 
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Sf^ Aisc iit» sut sentie miaL lis 



intliib. Sm aamBODiut wcK IS^ -Aime t£ 



"jxBsn^ THnwt*ff 



of llK 0VEX TUTT^ InilllK^ IPEfV VD^ ^ ^^ 

dip bcBOtifiil Inn^-zree jdaiiiffil m Hflte^ gm^ 
IT Ton aeok sod viucb I hao9c evoy dqr 
DT cye^ Imspment v^ioi it waBplmled. 

£iend$ cune lo stmr fl uwia^ an hk gisve. 
Mis. Hanhonr m*ili wnfiibW hk old frkods at 
Fkobeck, where I am $pcui^ to oeldbnte hk me^ 
morjp* Ssr eirr dmr and ncred ! 

l>nt of cor fricDds lutt yew rod a lectvre 
beforr nn asscanbh' on some of bk Oda» in idudi 
he £L'J)owcd the pFc^greK of hk genius through 
the several stages of life. It k in German, but 
as it may ffve pleasure and entertainment to^ 
your friend, I will send it with the letters abore- 
xnentioned* Should I succeed in finding more 
matcrialsy I will take care to send them in time. 
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LETTER IV. 

• t 

t 

Jltanaf July S^f iSOS. 
A (Gentleman of Hamburg will be so good to 
forward to you the (mmphlet mentioned in my last 
letter, which, as it contains the letters written by. 
dlif^ divine poet to Bodmer, will give pleasure both 
to^ your friend and yoursdf. These letters will 
certainly adorn your collection, and shew the world 
the delicacy of his mind, and the virtue and mag- 
nanimity of his heart.' . I have not yet been able, 
to procure the manuscript of another friehd, which 
will illuistrate the progress of his genius through 
the different periods of his life. I hope to send 
you the Epitaph written by Count Frederick 
Leopold Stolbergy which is^ to be engraved cm the' 
tomb-stone. Professor -Cramer, whose name I 
mentioned in my letter, published, tweii^ years 
ago, a wcfrk /entitled <* Klopstock, his pelten, 
h^, manners, and cjbluractsr." Should your friend . 
be icurious to have it, I may send it by another 
tnmlleiv &c. 



LETTER V. 

JUona^ Sept. 16, 1805. 
I have the honour to acknowledge the receipt 
of JQ^ very kmd letter, and think myself very 
^p[)ky in th^ approl^^tiOA ithich tb? miit^riaU re- 
lating to Kiop8tpck'» c]b4ra(Qter hnve m^ wi()i^/by 
yourself wd ypQT mpiftble friend* Nothing caq 
^qual the {d^asote I feel, thMUn^er yoar auqpieea 
^ authpr.of tbieM^Hoi^ will ;obtaS« . jii^tioe in a 
9^109 tbiit. produced & Mttlon* 
. I.hf^ye desired iny lMol»dkr in Haotbiirg t6 
pjCfteure^ kad direct to you, CnHner^a.^^KloiMtbok 
^ itod ubier ihti.'' Yoa will find in it Tery 
idterestitig particolart* Yoa wili^ besides thii^ and 
ptcbeAAy in a felir days, receive the aapatt paa^iet 
c6m{kwBd by Hiitwalker, a senator of Haiiiburg. 
T&e audior, who was very intniiate^with SXopatadLf 
afod his writfaifgs, has tried to trace the different 
stflgee of th^ diviflfe poet's ^tii% as maa as 
possible from hh own wonlr. Mr^ Hntwalker 
Hot intendttig this essay for tbe ^bUe^ bal only 
for Klopstock's friends, it may be regarded as a: 
manuscript, and jt will perhaps be found of aervicv^ 
fo your design. 




'A near neighbour and most intimate friend of 
Klo^cick, and thoroiighly acquainted with all his 
writingSi has given me the names of those letter 
writers which you are curious to know*. 

All Uiesei except Mr. Funke, and the Countess 
Dowager Bemstor£P, at Weimar, are now no more* 
One of Klopstock's brothers, Mr. Victor Klop- 
stock, lives in Hamburg. The epitaph will soon 
follow. 

The political state of Europe has taken another 
turn — ^. The fiite of Germany, should It 

* 

come to a continentid war, will be dreadiuL 

'I recommend you, dear Madam, and your 
countrjr, and all our firiends, to God Axmiohty, 
in whom we trust for ever, &c. 



Saturday last, September 28, th^ tomb-stone of 

< - . . . . 

white Carrara marble was placed on the grave, of 
our divine poet. It is crowned by two sheaves, 
and. underneath a verse of the Messiah — 



u 



Seed sown hy God, to ripen for the day of harvest." 

* These will appear in the prqper places. 

t 2 
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In a niche the Celestial Muse, in one. arm the 
cross, her hand on an urn, her eyes and the other 
hand directed towards heaven. Alto relievo. 

4 

THE EPITAPH. 

By the side of his Meta and his child, rests 
FREDERIC GOTTLIEB KLOPSTOCK. 
He was bom July 2d, 1724. 
. He died March 14, ISO^f. 
Germans, approach with veneration and love 
the relics dTyour greatest poet. 
Approach, ye Christians, with grief and heavenly joy, . 
the resting-place of the sacred songster. 
Whose song,-7-life, — and death,— praised j£sus Christ. 
'He sung to men, in human strains^ the Eternal, ^ 
the Divine Mediator. 
Near the Throne is placed his great reward, 
A Golden Holy Cup filled with Christian tears. 

His second loving and beloved Spouse, 

JOHANNAH ELIZABETH, 

Erected ibis marble to the Guide of her Youth, her Friend, 

her Husband. 

She waits in tears t^e hour, that will, where death shall be 

no more, where the Lord will wipe ofFthe tears of his 

beloved, unite her with him, and those whom she 

loved : Adore Him, who for us lived, died,^ 

and.arose from the dead^ 

• 1 
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LETTER VL 

Altonaj Oct. 29) 1805. 

When I lately sent you the Epitaph, time 
would not permit me to accompany it with some 
observations. The first four lines are indeed ex- 
cellent. What follows is certainly honourable to 
him, and well expressed, but it will not be intelli- 
gible to many. The passage regarding the golden 
cup relates to one of Klopstock's Odes, inscribed 
** To the Redeemer." All who are unacquainted 
with those sublime poems, will be unable to judge 
of what is meant. 

The navigation is now restored again, 



I wish it may remain so. The misery of 

those countries that are becoipe the seat of war 
is beyond expression. After a bad harvest, the 
unhappy inhabitants will be deprived of every 
^support. With sincere regard, and hearty wishes 
of happier times, I have the honour, &c* 

LETTER VIL 

AUona, Nov, 26, 1805. 
I sincerely wish^ dear Madam, that your amiabk 
friend may be entirely recovered ; and in her con- 
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valesccnce I hope she will take proper care of 
herself in this cold season, in order to become your 
assistant again in your honourable undertaking. 
My bookseller has sent Cramer's book, &c. &c« 
AVhatever shall occur worthy of your attaition^ 
and fit for your design, will be sent by me finoni 
time to Umcb 

Britannia has obtained a glorious victory, and 
the Admiral ended nobly, and according to his ' 
wishes. May God have mercy on uis in this 
part of the world ; aind may you, and all that are 
dear to you, enjoy health and happiness in your 
blessed island. 



LETTER VIIL 

AUomUy JUb/ 6, 1806. 
It is a long while^ dear Madam, that I have no 
account either ot^ yourself^ or of our dear friends 
at Portsmouth. May you live in happiness, and 
enjoy all the blessings derived from religious prin* 
ciples and good intentions^*-^— *Il)e last winter has 
deprived me of two very ileur IVirmb— but not 
for ever ! 
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Mm. KIdpBtodt: has favoured me with part of 
a cornes^ndence between Ktoplrtbck aild MdSt 
Mciller, written In the year ITW, when they WiJIt 
promised to each other, and Idvefs in that period 
of life wh^ the fire of imagination appears in its 
clearest and most sparkling light. You will be 
pleased with them, and admire with us, in the 
happy pair, the elevation of mind, the purity of their 
innocent passion, and their religious sensibility, 
far above the common conception, comprehen- 
sible only by minds like theirs, superior in virtue, 
candour, and ingenuity. 

I perfectly agree with you about the times, and 
with regard to your late illustrious Minister. The 
late Count BernstoriF, and all my noble friends in 
the diplomatic line, unanimously gave him a great 
diaracter. He loved his country, and remained 
true to his principles from the beginning to the 
end. He might perhaps have been better ac- 
quainted with the whole continental state. 

Most fortunately, and to my great pleasure, your 
sister is arrived here from Italy. I passed yes- 
terday in her company at Mrs. Hanbury's, where 
I might wish to see you all united, if such a 
scheme could be realized in this world. It will bt 
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our ImppincM in a better state, that those who 
ngrcH* ill tho love of trutli and virtue, will not be 
»r|)artttiHl| mi wc now are, by such difficulties. 

1 remain, with true respect and afiection, &c. 



'.^S-^.^'.' .-'^.'".^•■Ji- 




LETTERS 



TBOM 



KLOPSTOCK TO BODMER. 



To J. J. BODMER. 

Langenzalza^ Aug. lO, 1748. 
I SHOULD long since have written to you, my 
dear Bodmer, had I not been deterred by the 
praise with which you loaded me in your letter to 
Gartner. Unaccustomed to behold the threshold 
of Olympus, on which you placed me, I was 
overcome with shame. To have returned thanks, 
would have seemed as if I thought myself worthy 
of that £or which I thanked you. As I believe you 
to be a good man, and to have spoken sincerely, so 
I would wish you to believe that I am sincere, and 
that I do not say any thing out of feigned modesty. 
Let me therefore pass over this subject, and leave 
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you to ilcfcnd your opinion of me before tbe tri« 
bunal of critics. I will now tell you, — but hear 
me a^ a father hears his son> — ^how I not only re- 
verence but love yoo; and what great services you 
have^ unknown toyoursel^ already done me. When 
yet a boy, reading Homer and Virgil, and enraged 
at the German commentators, your criticisms and 
Breitinger^s came into my bands. Having once 
read, or rather devoured them, they were ahrays at 
my lct\ hand, to be continaally turned over while 
Homer and Virgil were at my right. How <^en 
I then wished, and still wish» for your promised 
Treatise on the Sublime! — But Milton, whom 
perhaps 1 should too late have seen, if you had 
not translated him, when accidentally he fefl into 
my hands, blew up at once the fire whicjt had been 
kindled by Homer, and raised my sool to Heaven, 
and the poetry of refigmi. Often did I dien be* 
bold tbe image of an epic poet, such a» yoa have 
described in your critical poem, and I looked at it, 
as Caesar on the bust of Alexander, in tears; — 
how often then. 



'' Cma »pes arrectar jnreoum, exultant iaque haiirit 
" Coida pafor pdlsaii».'' Vue. 
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Such are your services to me, but &int1y 
sketched. Yet greater (if jou please) remaiu 
The Messiah i&i scarce begun. If wHat I have 
sung deserve your attention, I shall sing greats 
things hereafter. 



" Major rerum mihi nascitur ordo, 
*' Majus opusmoveo." Virc. 



But I want leisure ; and being of a very weak 
cop$ti(;ution, and probably short-lived, I have even 
now but little hope of finishing the poem. A 
laborious employment awaits me ; with , which 
impressed, what can I sing worthy of the Messiah? 
My native country neither cares^ nox will aaxt for 
me; but see the road I have found out, by which, 
if you would go before me, I feel as if I might 
conquer fortune. There was amongst you a pqel^ 
Van Haarer, whom without doubt you know ; he 
is in great favour with the prince of Orange, who 
is said to be generous and magnanimous. What 
if fae should give me a pension ? If you can do 
any thing to assist me in this business, excellent 
Bodmer, I know you will do it, but not as asking 
in my name ; for I would nqt beg my fortune of 
princes, though I would of Bodmer. -^ 



o 
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I will now, trasting to the strictest secrecy^ 
iBtroduce you to the interior of my most sacred 
thoughts. I love a tender holy maid, to whom 
my third Ode is addressed, with the most tender 
holy love : but she is not accessible to me, nor 
likely to be so, for fortune separates us widely. 

Yet without her I am miserable. By Milton's 

shade, by thine own blessed infiwts, by thy own 
great soul, I adjure thee, Bodmar, make me happy, 
if thou canst ! Farewell ; salute most kindly in 
my name Breitinger, Hiogely and that good man 
to whom you inscribed an ode. 

Thiii is written Almost 10, 174S, at Langenzalza 
in Thuringia» where I am instructing the son of a 
merchant, named Weiss, (who will be a poet not 
ui^worthy of my pains;} where the greater part of 
my &mily reside^ (more opulent than my parents;) 
where dwells that heavenfy giri whom I lov^ the 
daughter of my mother's brother. Whatever you 
think likely to be the event, n^KCher there is any 
hope or uot» write to me as soon as possible ; that 
my soul, stmck by powerful lovey hyve which is but 
faintly traced in my Odes, for it was impossiUe to 
express it, may either be relieved firmn her ssx^EUtyf 
or totally depressed. The last would be more to* 




[ 61 ] 

lerable to me than this troubled sea of uncertain 
thoughts. Farewell, and love me. 

LETTER II. 

September 2Ty 1748. 
It is a glorious reward for my poems, to hear 
from one. of the best of men that he is my friend.' 
How tenderly have you sympathized in my un- 
easiness I I used to have so much greatness of 
mind, as not to be miserable ; and now that T am 
so, I find a friend who calls me back into myself ;^ 
but yet I return with lingering steps, continually; 
looking back. The sorrows of love are so great, - 
that they deserve to have such power over me. 
She whom I love is now more cruel to me than 
when I first wrote to you. Yet your letter, the 
consciousness that my love is exalted and pure, 
and my sense of religion, prevent my being com- 
pletely miserable. She knows but little of my 
sentiments, or if she has discovered them, she does 
not let me know it, but she is capable of feeling 
them alL How would she feel your letter, if I 
had courage to read it to her ; and if she loved me, 
hdw wcMild.diie look on me^ with those eye9 «•> 
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iUll of soul ! She has a certain character of beauty 
that distinguishes her from all others ; I can no 
otherwise describe it to you at present, than by 
saying that it exactly corresponds with what I 
have said of her in my songs. Perhaps Laura, who 
so thirsted for immortality, was like hen Radich^i 
belonged to this order of beauties, though she ii^as 
not like her. She is described thus in my Ode. 

<< She is young and beautiful. Unlike the Aut^ 
tering tro<^ of rosy maids, who thoughtless bloom, 
by nature carelessly formed, in q)ortive mood ; of 
feding void, and void of mind, void of the all- 
powerful, all-subduing look of soul, the emanation 
of divinity. 

<< She is young and beautifid. Her every mover 
ment speaks the heavenly temper of hei^ mind; ancE 
worth}',— ah ! most worthy of immortal iknie, she' 
steps in lofty triumph forth, serene as thennrnfflcd- 
air, bright as the dawn, full of simplicity as na^- 
ture's self.'* 

I know not whether He whose will decrees me 
so much su£fering^ sees here no happiness for me^ 
where I imagine so much; or whelhei^ fofesecm^ 
that I am not yet cs^ble of bearing such jpoy, hm' 
gives n>e time to grow more ctifan* Thoi JMicb I 
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k»QW-p-I eannot thange the slightest strckepn htt 
ttemal tables ; atid Ijbnd macb comfort in stdKoU^ 
^g mjafif to Him. I know tcM^ that to her whom 
I^ hum so inexpressibly, I widi with my nrhok 
heart the purest happinesSf^-^ven if she iiti md 
not agatik Ycm see I make you the confidant of 
tAj i^xtis&acet thoughts; My other (riinda^ioMon 
potiiing afmy tofierii^; evoh totaytJ^t SekimiM 
Iifaflve ss»d very little on the ^abjbct^ 
i:{:lia^«^mmiiiiic&ted to my friends at hAfaic 
^or^reposri iUiout tb^ sttbs^r^tioh. I^expecTto 
have Ihe feortHand fiftb Mntos ready by Eatsler^ ^ 
^Ebe first five csiitos would make a voltime;. Ba| 
wiidi all f^nr doidit% you do not still entertam toa 
fitvoUiisble ad opihie^: of biir nation ? I. bdlesa 
they TvSfi need to be often a^cakidned, befixrs: tlus^ 
will even obs^i-vse that my Messiahls mefistentaai 
i rl^oo intisnd tot .i^odewth^ Messiah; m. the fiui^ 
|raage.o£^ Tai^OA It is . a great, sa^iafiictjoa to vam 
to ben^ade known l^lEeJuiaurers bf Tassoidil 
MicbasliAngdo._ lit iay.yjoaXhliiei&t^o\^hiBai 
tha name of TasiM^ without raverende ;; and to aeb 
MUiael ' Angdid'fij pi<tture of die Last Jui^nent, t 
fNilild travel alone toJEloiBf. 3^ me.ihe BeviesR 
as soon as itis. printed ; ev^ry line .c^ approbation 
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from you is peculiarly precious to me.— —A per« 
haps too proud aversion to dedications is the cause 
that I beg you to consider whether it would not be 
best to send the Messiah with a private letter to 
the Prince of Wales* ; and perhaps this might be 
more conveniently and more^ e£Fectually done by a 
stranger than by the author. Open your thoughtsto 
me on this subject as freely as I write mine to you^ 
and tell me whether you would uhdei^take the task. 
The versification of the Messiah will oflfend 
many. I see it will take them a long time to find 
out that German hexameters in themselves^ and 
particularly in a long poiem, are more hkrmbnious 
and sonorous than German Iambics. Those who 
are acquainted with Homen will not be able to 
find their way; and yet nothing is required of them, 
but to place |he same accent on the words of 
an hexameter, that they would place oh thewordsof 
W harmonious period in an oration. Some readers 
of Homer, who resemble the Grammarian Crist in 
Leipsic, will take it amiss of the German language 
that it is not the Greek language^ and prescribe 
to the German hexameter the miles of the H6- 
merian. These people give general rules for the 
* Frederick Prince of Wales. ' 
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Ifii^ Aid OkOmm of {t}r^B!«b a^^i^itdingWIXiit 
! d6t»«aitt^ tb our <y#fr lab^tta^. 
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'''■Il^ldffebf tH^ fafMHottidiii ver^ 6^ ]^ nib to 

Mrtfr Biiri -Mui cdujtf 1^ iiWHrdit luH itdi i^ 
ll^'^'tSiiAJi dbi^ hit $t^^mit &^eib*^ th^ 
me! TiHt^efptdpdm ti>' iiipAt ^ vifMiyUdi, a^d 
fSE it btti i^ BiqJiikiiM tfiit l! U£«4 nfail^ 6^eral^ ^ 
tii^fttiWiiv^? 't&igHt t^ i5aidiMa6!e$ ^ I faid- 1^ 

same theatre with Ladgei.-' 

TB^ ve!!^l]«nd«U'tfi» Ode iHr« i^6in'^ fifth 
ftboE^d^e! Melitidi. The^'^^iii't^ine^bhJ^y 
<)!^ i>^a(1lj"ttiedM^' nif tt»bv^' mHi tUiCd^' iMfe 
read them several timeybtitt'fe' Kyf. Jtr^bi ATM 'fe 
tk^'Wftllifd^ rWuf'fitird'tb <^y<iti Ae' cbmllfiiiEiini in 
^Hiiltb flWJPstiWa.' 

l!riikt'!s-t>aidme-df di^exV^fellbiit'ltllM? ftiSfe 
his few hours «F llfistM dkvlii fidtbid^'ADf^i^btii 
lir^^f ! ibVff !1M Itbtii -i«J ll^fHf, f weU 



I «6 3 

A«ltttt%iH**-^^tMtt keuriiiiK kn poens md made me 
m^ fieevdx^ Ting dftenKsoD «» fidloved by an 
tt^<Mi^oflW(«DKft<dke^^t. I Inaie passed many 
i«cV ir^it«£»^ viA ainr fiicad^ bat ^bcj are all^ 
^>n»r ttnyiK. Mni I «a «flk w dK loHdllf aonrows of 
Wms t ^w» dMt <^waHHg JA ^ IhBgMMai; ami 




«Mt iai^ ^^ «fc >«aitt I iw 4■^r jBt began tt 
icftj:» 4pi^ Mifc ^w&- MK. i» friwifh In an Ode 




Aon dicbl part from 
^dMdl Jie ««er «acved 1} I 



•«» 



;j«r.-^>«iiii4i|g4i)Mfr i&3«t«i«ttm^ — 
^ mm, .fwis ibam wftlondy; la 
4kiffr t«Q^' .liom% «d be 



jcviMij wiQ 3«H ff9m \g bndi to 
He s 5<=parsaed from tb» Qwrtt widi 
MwJhMa «>£ «a» to bttje traveUed. ^^^ «, a Ebend- 
4UiMtd nfiAn» biu vei:y cotwci^uiiiMii^ 

reil those worthy gt^U^&m^ \^i^ ^^ ao ip w^ 
a»mp0iBoa £ic JJ)badm^ 
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cemed fixr hk &te, that I 'scarcely have sufficient 
pewer'bvier!m]r:heai*t to submit ib^ the itrictjastiee 
which is: higher dian bur hearts. Howiever^ M» 
stoiy^will no^ i think, tmy wlimi Isf too. strong{ 
l\<oid on ]llieir' tenderness;' Heis plabed'th^e^fof: 
thegibry iof the.Messiah/ ',:! ■ *> ' '!r./ 

I .Mem kappjrshail I be^ if by the completibu.of 
the '.Messiah I' may contribute somewhat to- thd 
glory. . o£ ioiir great and divine' r^gicm I - , Howr 
sweet and transporting is this idea: to niy iaiad¥ 
^at is Idy^great ^reward ; and you, my deai^ . 
friend, point it out to ine at' a'disttace. c I tnujsc^^ 
kere leave off. * ^Midnight apprbacbes, aoid 1 miist 
giiie jx^aelf up: to, my sillBut sorrow and my team 
May my lovely friend^yei take thiBt ^iere M 
wjbicb your letter bid3 me hope. Farewell I 
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MY DEAigBST VIVIEND, 


* » I % ■ 




' »■» 




Oc^ il9, 


1748. 


•.^ 



How deeply An I affected by bll your geherouli 
inertions in my behalf; aiid bOW WeU do you d^ 
serve theiMkile fntodshjqp^f my 1^^ H 

F 2 
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'.^\u .4«»fr .!!« ioiM.jiu«ftMft'ia& sou£i> can 
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Aal tomt outward oii cuamtamsM diftnrb me in 
the poaoission cf what I oall ki4)|»»esi; (I lake 
(oAt of tbia account tha paias af Iav6 ;) \mt my eji^ 
is already accustomed to these pyospeeb^ and I do 
not boast of any great courage, when I say that 
from a youth I havf cdtttljf and steadily looked 
my fate in the face. My parents, who are very 
upfigbt» bad property, but without their fault they 
affalMOQKiepoeir* Suice lh«y hav» «a loager been 
able to provide lor mt^ l^y d^reil firiend Sclunidt 
boa tapportod ma in tba nobl^t maaomr. I baiie 
ofte^ otadefn^ tfaa foottlepi of IXiviit^ Frovidailce 
io tha midiit of my ill-foi*iona^ aad adored tbeni. 
Knowing this Fiovidanc^ can I yel talk of ada^ 
Ifar^aneft? I mist be sikirt; biti^ tbialim^aa]^ 
dmt I ywy often nkh for tbat sabred fei«iii^ vidbidk 
} WQttl4 gladly dadicita mlif elgr to tba aa^fdatioii 
oCtbe . M«f»i^t I wish fot thia teisura to ^xahk 
SM lo espreaa my tiiooghla inunediat0ly.aa jthajr 
mm^f atd in tbe first warmth of tkeiu yoatb» I 
must now, being disturbedt content mystj^ with 
writing down som^ imperfect traces pf tbese 
thoughts, and some few marks by V^bjqh I may 

afterwards £nd theni again i but pisrb^s { shall 

never find them again in the san^e po^lt of view. 
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« ... 

Atttumiif*^wbeD hearing his poems read madem^ 
so pensive. The afternoon was followed by ari 
evening of the purest; delight. I have passed manji 
such evenings with my friend^ but they are alP 
over now, and { ajn left to the. -lonely sorrows o^ 
Jove. I was that ev^iing ftiH of happiness 9 aii4 
indeed the acquisition of a pew friend desenredlt^ 
This evening xeminds mq of that on which Gartner 
^k leave of us when I had only just begun ;t0 
.knpw h]m> and with him his friends. In an Ode 
im. my friends are these stanzas on that subject, .r 
r >< In those last; hours ere thou didst part fion^ 
na, (Co me that evening shall be ever sacred 1)^ J 
learnt, my friend, how virtuous souk, how the&v^ 
virtuous, love each other... .. , .; 
^ ^ Full many an evening hour is yet M store^^ — 
,ye future sons. of jmen, pass them iiot lonely ; tm 
jfHendship consecr^ those happy, hours, and b^ 
your &thers your example." 
^ Gartner probal]4y wiU not pass by Zurich to 
Geneva. He is separated from the. Count, with 
:[?hpm he was to have travelled. S^ is a liberal- 
mind^ man^ but very conscientious. . , 
; Tdl those worthy gentlemen who h^ve so muob 

.^?fR?fl»^ ,%i4\>bad<>9?» that J^WB^y^lfsQ con- 
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^ He then tells me a little stoiy, from wMck it 
appears that I am too timid. Tbe.BKNrt agreeable 
eircnrastatice is, that his sister had curiosity enougb 
to break <^)en the letter which was enclosed to her* 
iSince I sent him your letter, he has written to me 
with uncommon affection. He is really an admi« 
rable young man. He says my precious tears fi^ 
his sister, and the interest which the whole fiitare 
world win take in my favour, make him look on 
my love with re^c^rential awe. - 1 will not send you 

• 

» large extract from his long letter. - 1 will only 
tell you that he intends to write to his sbter witb- 
out disguise, and to send her your letter. I know 
not whether I can venture ki the interim to give 
her the Alcaic Ode which I now send you. Hiqppy 
should I Iks if I could have expressed in it all the 
«eBtim«DtS' <^ my heart !• O how has this heavenly 
^niliden' c^tivated my whole soul l-^But I.will say 
1K> ikiOre of her, lest 1 sbotild express my^df more 
^bly than I have done in the Ode. : 

"' Ebort has translated Leonidas. The story of 
Tiribazus and Ariana has taken such hold on me^ 
diat I seem to myself like the miarble image on a 
liero's tomb-stone. 



i n J 




UETTS&T* 

of 1 1*1% vkick Vo wnw rti mr iur fitwp 
b^ftn^ trifles to a% amfc 1 will* lo eMbin ym $^ 
jiic^ wkk sDT degmt of catauHgr. ] gi^e her 

vi$it 1 l»w aUice apakto to ha nffAn If I 
« xct^^l a little coDfusion, a slight bkid^ ud iMie 
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a}g|08t ^@Q4ier lopks, T 4a not tmo^ what is^ 
PDffttiQii t)^ Odt Im 9uid?. m 4J4 luH lu9#«if 
1)^: M ffr om w an ^y d?Ucata «r^ aU her feding^ aii4. 

vffff^ ^Qt aoqiwxiUd wit)i ^yery Utt)^ turq gif 1|^ 
oppiion on ppems of iUmliir imptrt ; b¥t I wiU 
iHf np mor^^r^l would r^^ther b» ^^$a^ wee I 

never yet found any thing more difficult; 

, Qualis populea moerens philomela sub umbra 
Flet noctem. 



You vkb to knmr the etkei of tho Qd^ ed 
Silttiit My tnnidit)!^ delajtd to gWe it bei^ ^n^ 
namijUMmlA nipt williagly present it after a much 
finwOde. 

J send yon a copy qf Haiki^ letter, f ham 
h^ tfehe origiaaly Ar what piuifoto yoja vHl ^ftiify 
gieat* Th« better to tiadef^aiid dio letter, you 
^^mst know that I waa befi;>ro m ^wnre^poaideiioe 
vith Haller^ and that ha had ali^eady, as htoamo 
m worthy a map^ taken socoa trouble in HaaoTer 
tn j^ronyite »y fortune by procwrfaig me an «»• 
pbyarai^ Hating declated thaift I would radMV 



r^ ♦ 




Vtmce^W^a, ifitdbmriil 



the Prince. 

Since I am fo hjppjr as to be aDoved to bj opcB 
all aijr little eoncerm to yon, I nml tdl jon &at 
it lias been hinted to me that it wcmUnot be moK 
flfiimnr if after Tartrr I gave iq> waj Trntaniap, 
When lore was mjr chief motive finr romiiig hen^ 
I'did not consider it so mttnmrj to ■ n dwidfcr 
sodi employments as I nrast doy if ciU^^ioleave 
tins situation widbont anjr other aiPflnm. The 
duu^ ofn^ fertone dixoogh themeans of Princm 
9aA Princesses is werj nncertain. Ma j I diexefixe 
Tcntttre to propose to joa another troidile on oijf 
behalf? I bare heard from a bookseller here^diat 
a bookseller of &langen has inqoired afier me 
from him, in the name of the Academy. Yon 
know Mr. Le Maitre in Eriangen. I know not 
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■ » • . .... - - , 

Mmt cbald be the vieitrs iof the Acadeilijl'^' biit I 
will tell you mine. I sbonld wish fbc an ^tran 
ordinary professorship of some one of the liberal 
sddtices, Rhetoric or Poetry in preference, with a 
stipend that should free me from the necessity of 
earning, the greatei* part of my living myself, which 
would fall very haridon me ; and I particularly 
iA^h fc^ this in ah aiSademy whose numbenr is hot 
fbt very ^t^. I might undertake such a pbst,' 
fift an oppoitunity more favourable to my leisure 
Mtafred t fbr Lam> riather fearful th^t' my poetic 
j^rswill IkMsooner ^ver thaii those of others* 
At least they probably will not extend to that age 
iv^ienMilton^s began. 

^^¥our Sketch of the Sublime I have forhierly 
mad. ; The- wish I express to you extended io » 
ftifther finishing of that sketch. I think it ii 
worthy of you ta surpass the great Longthus* 
Bti^ what would you do for examples, if you had 
not the jramitablie Prophets? If you can trust 
Kleist's poem on the Spring to. a transcriber, I 
know that you will not deny me thepleasure of read* 
ing it after so many pains. I also want to know 
whether the author of Noah, " who has the key 
that unlocks my heart,'' will finish hif poem : and 
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wkM and hff whom MD8e% vhicb is mwUqn^ 19 
thf flriendly Vellti% wia vrkten : 

•« Cottitt gQUcn me ; come ibou who KUomdeisnV 
** 1V» mil Nan* CftttU^ Geoius, OMne ! 
«* Efceniity's bcit chiU» 
** %MK«dl over us Ihy ndiant wiiy.^ 

I woiiUt mmI vhil I hftw loady of the MeBsiahy 
bmtfiol is aol ytt mwmed lome firon Leipaicr 
Sboit k ||oii« l!oG«raMr alBnuHmck> and ho 
haa probaMjr takm k iriih him. Nona of ow 
(Hands WMin at Lei|HR^ onospi Gottert and 
R ahana g . 

Th« Lrfttt J» i\gi N cnt is ihns in u o d nae d inta Iha 
l i <a»a h > A4Ma is milh iha arising mnl& Heis 
nMnfe 10 in^i^ of iho Miaiish oanccniii^ iho 
iil^^hiivaK^ aiad aft has ««ni lOfOM vill aaa n 
>Mafeanof^M^aMau TW Cathalici neod faar 
no dii<^«fanc« A^an na^ fiacida adifldur iha 
WK»rwy ts an ac ^I '^wnrfkii adita 1 haos jiisftsHUL 
I oan 01 oU ifi^^Mt W>90 ii Ma. 

Ht'wf^wM #M wTrnviOi^ Wi^ wi» iawwirt ^<!oil^ 
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Ondi" Iberitb laqakilioD. WdUnwal^ 

4^ AiU «€ Btiff'Biiig streains of gaiklest blood :— « 

N»w ibe ilestroying Judf^ beckoim hU iiiiirderei»| 

Tbe iroD doors re-eoho to the depths 

S^our, ih^ cries of innocence to Heaven^ 

Oh ! could a Christian see these vaults <^ blood* 

W puld he not look with fury on the jjudge. 

And clasp his hands^ and weep, and cry to Cod 

for justice ? 

■ ■ • ' ■ • • . • ■ 

api^r t» befifay a Ifttf^ vUfifty ? ifttmr^^yt 
ifdvltd ffankly actfioWteif^e it'; b&t tt is nol ffrittl 
k is l&vei t&^e ItHdi itie to bef of yda t6 ^fTJIttS 
ib^ Ilftttati lr6Vie\^ of the Sfessiali ^tte t femaui 
ter^. 1?ferhdps tAe ^Vlife hiatdeh ft*y snSife 4p(«i 

I ■ 

MV B^AliMsT FRIEND, 

A* a timfe when the IVfinister in Htfnover is 
iseirlounjr ni<§aftatihg, wBetlier it wouTd" really Be 
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fiyr the adrao^^ of Iw Britanne Mqotj'ft 
dilarjr damniioaa lo g^re mc ioibt deoenC and nol 
▼erj laboriooft dBce : wfagp tfae lfffnl i h iB \wwtuqm 
Ijiog in the antsdiaiidier where ttaaA the best 
of Pope, where CSorer often pMses; when if n^ 
perliaps because not yet handaomefyprmfed, laid 
aside by a Priocesa wlioae nioCher niadetliefiNtane 
of a woman onlj becaose diewas Mibon's dan^i- 
ter;' a t sodi a time are yoo, mjr firiend, so 
generous as Id inrite me Id jonr land of liberqr ! 
If this greatness of mind can be in anjr degree 
lecompensed by knowing that I feel it in its foil 
€9Ltenl, ^tis well; ihen take this trifling recooK- 
pense > . Bat saflfer me to ssj something mor^ 
affigctionate to yoo* I will come to see yoo weep 
OFer the bones of yoor sons. I will come to wipe 
away the tears which perhaps I have caused to 
flow afresh ; bat yon mnst also wipe away mine^ 
fer I must tell yon that the destiny of my love is 
not yet unrayelled* Now hope ajqiears to smile 
upon me^ and now all is doubtfbi. I know not 
what you will think of the matter. Perhaps yon 
would think differently, if I could relate all .circum- 
stantially* I will only say two thiugs^-that you 
must not find the least £uilt with my inconiparable 




V^myf^ n^^ too much with .my iioiidity. I only 
tlF^pibie 9t the thought that (she should in anjf 
^egrije^ mistake my character^ and pot gire im 
fatfuiit for; bjeing detei*mmed nerer to make her 
unhappy, even in the most trifling .appendages of 
ha^itless^ ^ Whalt pemce I hav^e hitherto enjoyed 
I^^Jhn^ phi^y %lm .dODSj^quepJDe of the following 
l^ppght* : \yh^n by a taate fiir virtuous deeds, and 
\x^i ff^i^. .trifling, good actioiMt, which to us. are iStof 
^cult, Jthough tP the yi|}ga^ they appear 90i,/ we 
l^y^ 4nad^. a show ^of in^hdiog to be virtuous ; 
ij^U Prpyidoncf seizes ou:r whole heart, and.put» 
^Mi ffe^i xjfxe^Ufin ,to U8» iwbether ^e, will here •too 
siuboits fwbetb^^e mM be virtuous eyjeji; i&ere fr-. 
ir(Hi;Mee that tliis is ayegr^cQn^pirehen9^v0.<(boUght, 
bpt yet, when! n^sasure .my lov^ , against it, I 
wonder that it has power tp>8i|p|)ort «ae., .Ipde^s^r 
{.pl^t franUy lu^luipwledge that it alpnedo^ iiot. 
3ome.little hcyies.at jtiqi^ appear so smilii^, ika^ 
\ ]knoiNr.nQt whft^er Ipfm .(^pmetp y<Mi,.or when^ 
•^^-T7rrAiyitli((^t,my^,Ifanny, wl^ to .me 

yo^, Ji^ei^ltjifid opuntry, the ^.ch^eri^l .§ooiety of 
jfOHrandO^ J may dare to fi$y 3o):mj^ fri^ds, the 
liji^i^y.a^d.leifiui^e I used sp much jtp .enjoy? I 
cannot deny it, I am jspn^ftimes astonished at the 
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degve^ of Mni/MketM I Ibel fdp this ang^lie iramMi i 
bnt i will^ m^ no inldte, nor ti^te agdih <iti the 
idbjeot^ titt I con tell yon domething oMtiott. I 
viil wind you at another time^ an Odi^ to (3k)i>i 
ithkk Ho one Bb$ ytst seen. 

M. Le MaiSre has ivHtteiBk to iM.* The Ptdt^ 
tmhip k of 6d litde talne, anti at Ate satia^ tifd^ 
jb acedni|iaBied widi ao inatiy iftecmvemeneeiv thiii 
I Ay not wMi to dbtain it. I^ou luiVe mti§t tUB 
Mbelient man alsomy fiiettd. Witb What affi^efibti 
Au& I ettibrboe' hm wb^n w^^nii^ ! I tfiqaest yoc^ 
tO'e^nd me the Fitenoh Rei4e#« Md& eh liijr o^ti 

aMMnH^ though t atti iiu^ indebiied f0>th(&:a)itlid# 

for hisiiildliesd. Fanin;^ sl^iifed^ trhen di^findfe' ittb 
MMamied <#4A' a^^pi^bilioh'; aiidl li ^ mifM rn it 
iBoApeH^tm, thMPshe^ils idih m^ cfcdilSiohs cidfn^ 

drantieClettliM. M>f liltlie^ Wen« it" A' g^nAs f tMt 
he ^1,' or ilMist^pp\ff&mAe. Afef IbiK^niii'Vel-]^ 
fttlch. tiaUer, aSs tfe knows- tHatliim'iMM' ki sndr 
^BiDllMlOii, has h§en e«ideaVt^t»rti9lg lidf diMbisli^r)^^ 
tately #^thef ItSn^tild uiid^aM t6 i^l¥ttd; IHi 
*>nii^;riie^l]feertil'(idletieesi Md a tet«eif fiHs^JMtfr 
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given me to read, which he wrote on the subject to 
a friend in this country. You know the embar- 
rassments which make me now so irresolute. I 
will soon send some of the Messiah to be sub- 
mitted tp your criticism. When I can eso^ from 
my careS| I sometimes finish a few lines, &c« 



LETTER VII. 

April 12, 1749. 

HY DEAREST BODMER, 

It is indeed requisite that I should take a journey 
to you, if I would express the whole, force of that 
friendship which I feel towards you. How singu- 
larly noble^ and how numerous, are the exertions 
which you make on my account. But I will quit 
this extensive, field, for I must write a volume full 
of tenderness, if I would describe all the feelings of 
my heart towards you. This shall be the subject 
of 4ny song, when I shall be with you. — " The little 
Klopstock," as my Schmidt always calls me 
when his heart is full, will certainly visit you ; and 
perhaps weep by your side tears of sweet pleasure. 
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At present the all-powerfiil Fanny detains me, 
and I can be detained by her alone.-^Bat yon have 
betrayed my love to M. Le Maitre, and perhaps to 
Hagedorn. You may therefore depend upon it 
that /will not say a word to you about Fanny till 
my next letter, and in the present I will call you to 
account about an affair which arises from your 
treachery. You have, as I have been informed, 
permitted to be printed in the Freimiithige Nach- 
richten* an Ode in which my love appears veiy 
evident. What will become of me ? What will 
Fanny say ? Giesecke has offended me much more, 
but perhaps you seduced him. He has allowed 
the Ode, ^^ When I am dead, &c.'' to be printed in 
the Sd voL of the new collection. Justify yourself 
on this important subject. You must positively 
produce a satisfactory apology. 

Haller has sent me a letter from an Englisliman, 
which informs him the Messiah was presented 
to the Prince; that he received it favourably, 
particularly in consideration ol Haller ; and that 
he would, without doubt, inquire after the Author. 
I have upon mature deliberation resolved to write 

* A Periodical Paper, printed at Berlin. 
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myself to Glover, who lias great influence with 
the Frincti. Had I not been in love» I might have 
suppressed this event. What i^ your opinion on 
the subject? 



LETTER VIII. 

I7ti May^ 1749. 
Fannt has been to the Fair^ with her Brother, 
and by this means I have discovered that you 
had sent a packet for me to Rabener. I must 
mention to you, that there is no certainty of finding 
Babbler, except at the Fair ; at any other time 
i^bat you send to him for me might be delayed a 
grefit while. Tell the friend for whose soul the 
JMlepiuah is ^ exactly, i^ulatedf that he has an 
g^vfj^^ge over m% because I have been entirely 
l^fplll^eijl from ttie novelty and the ardour atten- 
Aiffi% Qx^ 4ie ^at reading* A youth who sees for 
$l^e first tim^ |tn ^uiniable young woman, and at 
4^ce leehr ^t she was b^m for l^m^ will feel more 
tr^ipspc^ tb^ tbe mother who bore apd educated 

* AtJUeipnf. 
o 2 
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her.— 'Tell him further that I particularly wish to 
know whether he is desirous that Abbadona should 
be restored to happiness. 

You have afforded me much pleasure by the 
poem of Kleist. Fanny also has read it, and with 
so much interest, that I could not avoid giving 
her the manuscript. The passages respecting the 
Nightingale, and the divine Doris, affected my 
whole souL Kleist must absolutely complete this 
poem, &G» 



LETTER IX. 

7/A Jwn^, 17*9. 
I HAVE now received your criticism. Continue . 
to advise me, for I feel a peculiar satis&ction iii 
being condfucted by you into the track of new 
thoughts. I request from you and Mn Breitinger 
some remarks on my three first cantos. I have 
determined that they shall be printed with two new 
cantos, to compose altogether the first volume; 
What do you now think in regard to your former 
proposal of a subscription, and how ought it to 
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Ije acranged? Several bookseDers solicit me for 
the publication of the work. 

I send you an Ode^ which no one has seen, not 
eten Fanny or her brother. I composed it before 
the oommencement of this year. It has often 
been ihe companion of my solitary hours ; and 
you will discover from the subject "why Fanny and 
Schmidt have not obtained a sight of it. Now, 
dp you wish to know the fate of my love ? I 
can tell nothing more than that it now appears 
probable that I am beloved. You will believe that 
this probability is of no little importance to me. 
How happy should I be, if I could speak with 
ccmfidence ! Vety much of what I consider as my 
hapiHuess depends on this. How important many 
things now appear to me^ which I before considered 
as triffing 1 I know that you will do all you can 
for me in this a£bir ; and how dear will you be to 
me for so doing.. 

Belov'd by her, my heart will p;low 
With warmer love for you. 

Perhaps my becoming known to the English 
may open f(^ me a surer path. Hagedorn thinks 
thajt, by the assistance of Van de Hoek in Gottin*- 
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gen, I shcHild send a cc^ to At firanttlator of 
Haller in the Gentleman's Magazine. Will yon 
be so kind as to write to HaUer on Ae sabject» bbt 
in sQcfa a manner as tbat I may not be smpected 
of saggesdng it ? I knonr not wlicdier I may not 
alter my detenninaticMi to write to Glover^ toe 



LETTER X. 



Aeo. 88» 1749. 



I SHOULD not so long kaie deferred wrilnig to 
yon, if my firiend S^midl kad not btai with me^ 
and if I bad not again been donblfid what answer 
I conld giTe yon respecting my jonmey. I hare 
qpent many golden days with Iuhl Ncmp, how*. 
ever, 1 hare the satis&ction to assure yon, that in 
the spring I will tell yon alL I rejoice in the 
sweet names of Bodmer, Brdtinger, and Hess^ — ^in 
the prospect of leisore and friendship; and I I&ten, 
as Schmidt says» to the whispers of dKsedeUgbtfnl 
Aooghts. Bnt now Ijeam die conditkaB on which 
I dbafi come to yon. My presence nratt be ahnoat 
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unobserved in your house. • You must not make 
^e smallest alteration on my account. This being 
premi^edy and decided as if you had given me the 
pledge of friendship in the golden age of the 
world, I will come. I am already well acquainted 
in idea with a certain country which I call 
Zurichia. Perhaps I may have formed a mistaken 
notion of it : but in the mean while I please myself 
with imagining a country more beautiAil than any 
other in the world. According to my ideas, there 
belong to a fine country*— -mountains, vallies, lakes, 
and what is far preferable, the abode of friends. 
How distant, and in what situations, dwell Brei- 
tinger, Hirzel, Waser, Ischarner ? And I must 
JMk another question, which is connected with the 
country in regard to me^ 



t€ 



Since now my life has reached the prime of youth ;" 



how near are you to any young ladies of your 
acquaintance, into whose society you may think I 
could be admitted ? The heart of a young woman 
is an extensive scene of nature, into whose laby- 
rinth a poet must frequently penetrate, if he wishes 
to acquire profound knowledge. But these young 
ladies must not be made acquainted with my his- 
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tory, lest they should put a restraint upon them- 
selves without reason. This without reason attaches 
DO censure to these amiable unknown bdngs. 
Even if they were to resemble Fanny, they would 
find, notwithstanding^ that I will love only once 
in my life*. 

* Noi€ bytke German Editor. — " I will love only once." 
^.«< The reader will be surprised at this salto mortaic, 
when he compares it with Klopstock's hopes expressed 
in the ninth letter. We might easily fill up the blank 
with well-known tales of what occurred in the history of 
his love between June and November 1749; but we here 
publish only what is undoubtedly authentic, with an as- 
surance that what we conceal would not bring the least 
disgrace on the heart or the character of our immortal 

Poet/' 

The English Editor regrets that the German was not 
more communicative on this interesting sutgect. It ap* 
pears, however, that the reluctance which Klqistock felt 
to involve the woman he loved, and the sister of his dear- 
est friend, in difficulties, from which he was in vain en- 
deavouring to extricate himself, prevented any proposal 
of marriage, notwithstanding the encouragement given 
by that geuerous friend, on whose bounty the unfortunate 
lover was at that time dependent The lady was soon af- 
wards married ; and Mrs, Klopstock's letters to Jdr. Bl« 
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I have been sensibly a£^ted by HenzPs death ; 
indeed death never before touched me so nearly. 
Perhaps I am too severe on this occasion. I can 
in some degree pardon him who at the hour of 
dteth pretends to jest, because such an attempt 
faidicated that his mind is far from being in a 
tranquil state ; but he who can jest so naturally 
as Henzi, ought to employ his superior powers 
of mind in something more noble. It must he^ 
lecause the events of futurity appeared to him un- 
certain, that be was resolved at all events to carry 
his mirth to the gates of Heaven. Peace to the 
soul of Henzi. I praise him for his composure; 
but I should praise him with more warmth and 
earnestness, if he had sfud, like Lord Kilmarnock) 
^* Ah, Forst«r, it is, however, very terrible!** 

The Ode in the sixth volume of the miscdila- 
neous collection^ << As in solitary night," &c. is 
by j^midt How do you like Chevy^Chace^ and 

chardson will perhaps be thought to furnish a sufficient 
apology for the poet, if it should appear that after three 
years, in which " he did what be could to die in a love 
cause/'* he was at last induced to break the resolution 
contained in bis last letter to Bodmer. 

* Shakespeare. 
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the imitalioo of it^ poUitbed in a fermerToluine? 
—Your translatioDorUie Od^ ""Whenlam dead,*? 
bat rerhred nij former knre for the Greek Imgnage ; 
and in the he^t of my ardour I hare translated 
the endoied Stropbet. Perliaps yon may not 
find tbem much in tbe spirit of tbe original; but 
perbaps Akasns bimself would not bave wxitteB 
better, bad be been in a similar situation . ■ 

Since I cannot yet fix tbe time of my departure 
from tbis places I will write to you agun eitber 
from benee, or from Leipuc I sball be bappy to 
bave H. Schakhess for my travelling companion. 
I bave found in Hanorer a noUe firiend, wbo will 
endeavour to transmit tbe Measiab to tbe Prince to 
wbom it is dedicated^ tbrougb a Mr. Von Scbradeiy 
wbo knows his Royal Highnesses temporaJandL 
.1 am as sincerely an enemy to dedications, as I 
am, with my whole heart, your friend, 

F. G. KLOPSTOCK. 



nx 
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The following letters were published in the Correspond- 
ence of Mr. Richardson, and the ingenious Editor of 
that work was not mistaken in supposing that they 
would interest every feeling heart. She adds, *' It is 
presumed that readers of taste will not wish that Mrs. 
Klopstock's letters had heen put into better JEnglish/' 



'* v: t. LETTER I. J 

Mrs. Klopstock to Mr, Richardson. 
v.* ,[^ . . rt Hamburgh Noq^ ^d? 1757. 

^OKOUftED SIR| ' 

Will you pernliit me to take this bpportunity- 
iii sending a letter to Dr. Young, to address 
myself to you ? It is very long ago that I wished 
to do it. Haying finished your Clarissa, (O the 
keaveniy book i) i would have prayed you to 
write the history of amardy Clarissa ; but I had 
not courage enough at that time. I should have it 
no more to-day, as this is my first English letter, but 
I have it I It may be, because I am now KJop- 
stcxJL^ wife, (I believe you know my husband by 
Mr. Hokorst^) and then I was only the single young 
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girl. You have since written the manly Clarissa^ 

f 

without my prayer. Oh, you have done it to the 
great Joy and thanks of all your happy readers. 
Now you can write no more^ you must write the 
history of an angel. 

Poor Hohorst ! he is gone. Not killed in the 
battle, (he was present at two,) but by the fever. 
The Hungarian Hussars have taken your works^ 
with our letters, and all that he was worth, a little 
time before his death. But the king of Prussia 
recompensed him with a company of cavalry. 
Poor friend ! he did not long enjoy it ! He has 
made me acquainted with all your lovely daugh- 
ters. I kiss them all, with my best sisterly kiss ; 
but especially Mrs. Martha, of wJhom he says, she 
writes as her father. Tell her in my name, dear 
air, if this be true^ that it is an afiair of con* 
science not to let print her writings. Thcfugh I 
am otherwise of the sentiment, that a woman, who 
writes not thus, or as Mrs. Rowe, should never let 
print her works. Will you pardon me this first 
long letter. Sir ? Will you tell me if I shall write 
a second ? 

I ami honoured Sir, your most humble servant, 

M. KLOPSTOCK. 
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LETTER IL 

To Mr. Richarosok. 

Hamburg, March 14| 1758. 
You are very kind, Sir, to wish to know every 
thing of your Hamburg kindred. Then I will 
obey, and speak of nothing but myself in thiti 
letter. I was not the lady who hath been with two 
gentlemen from Gottenbnrg in England. If I 
had, never would I have waited the cold ceremony 
of introducing you to me. In your house I had 
been, before you knew that I was in England. 
That I shall, if ever I am so happy as to come there;. 
We had a pretty project to do it in the spring to 
come, but I fear that we cannot execute it. The 
great fiend of friendship, war, will also binder this^ 
I think. I fear your Antigallicans exceedingly^ 
more than the Galileans themselves ; they, I must 
confess it, are at least more civil with neutral ship^^ 
I pray to God to preserve you and Dr. Young till 
peace eomes. We have a short letter of Dr. 
Young, in which he complains of his health. How 
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does he yet ? And you, who are a yoath to him, 
how do you do yourself? 

You will know all what concerns roe. Love, 
deajr sir, is all what me concerns, and love shall be 
all what I will tell you in this letter. In one happy 
night I read my husband's poem, the Messiah. I 
was extremely touched with it. The next day I 
asked one of his firiends, who was the author of 
this poan ? and diis was the first time I heard 
Klopstock's name. I believe I fdl immediately in 
love with him ; at the least, my thou^ts wer^ ever 
with him filled, eq)ecially because his firioid told 
me very much of his character. But I had no 
hopes ever to see him, when, quite unexpectedly, I 
heard that he should pass throu^ Hamburg. I 
wrole immediately to the same fiiend for procuring 
by his means that 1 might see the author of the 
Messiah, when in Hamburg. He told him that ^ 
certain girl in Hamburg wished to see him, and, 
for all recommendation, shewed him some letters 
in which 1 made bold to criticise Klopslock's verses. 
Klopstockcam^andcametome. I must confess^ 
that, though greatly prqMissessed of his qualities 
I nevar thought him the amiable youth whom I 
fov^d Jiim. This made its eflEect. Afiter h«vii^ 
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seen him two hours, I was obliged to pass the 
evening in'a company which never had been so 
•wearisome to me. I could not speak ; I could not 
'{day; I thought I saw nothing but Klopstock. I 
-saw him the next day, and the following, and we 
were very seriously friends; but oh the fourth day 
'he departed. It was a strong hour, the hour of 
'his departure. He w^ote soon after, and from 
that time our correspondence began to be a very 
'diligent one. I sincerely believed my love to be 
> fHendship. I spoke with my friends of nothing 
'but Kkpstock, and shewed his letters. They 
ndHed me, and said I was in love. I rallied them 
-again, and said they must have a veryfriendshipless 
-hear^ if they had no idea of friendship to a man 
as well as a woman. Thus it continued eight 
'months, in which time my friends found as muc^ 
'love in IQopstocVs letters as in me. I perceived it. 
< likewise, but I would not believe it. At the last 
' Kibpstock^aid plainly that he loved; and I startled 
'as for a wrong thing. I answered that it was no 
'love^ but friendship, as it was what I felt for him; 
"^we had not seen one another enough to love ; as if 
*ldfVe must have more time than friendship ! This 

r 

'Was sincerely my meaning, and I had this mean-* 
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dioiigfat, that fiiendship can extend heradf ao fiuTf 
and that friendship has no need of seeing^ thoo^^ 
this seeing wooM be cdesdal joy to hearts lika 
oiirs» (shall I be so proud to say ours?) and whal 
will it be when so many really good sools^ knowii^; 
or not knowing in thb world, will see one anodier 
in the fiitnre^ and be there^^raub / 

It will be a ddigfatfol occupation for me to make 
you more acquainted with my husbandPs poem. 
Nobody can do it better than I, bong the person 
who knows the most of that wfaidi is notpublidiedy 
being always presoit at the birth of the young 
Terscs, which begin by fragments here and there^ 
of a subject of which his soul is just then filled. 
He has many great tngaaenta of the whole w<»k 
ready* Ton may think that penons who lo^e as 
we do^ hate no need of two cJiamhers ; we are 
always in the same ; I with my litde woik^ atH^ 
dtU, only regardiiy sometimes my hiBbanJs s w eet 
fiioe^ whkli is so venerable at dial time^ with tears 
of derotion, and all the subGmi^ of the snigect: 
my husband reading me his young ¥ etwa» and 
angering my cr iti ci M ns> Ten books are poUidiedt 
which I think probably the middleordbe whole. I 
wiD, as soon as I em^ translate yon die aigiimenia 
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vi these ten books, and what besides I think of 
tihein. The verses of the poem ave without 
ihytnes, and are hexameters ; which «ort of verses 
B|y husband has been the first to introduce in our 
l^Hguag^ we being still closebjr attached to rhymes 
and iambics. I suspect the gentleman who has 
made you acquainted with the Messiah is a certain 
Mn Kaiser of Gottingen, who has told me^ at his 
return from England, what he has done ; and he 
h^ a sister like her whom you describe in your 
fir^ letter. 

. And our dear Dr. Young has been so ill ! But he 
i» better. I thank God, along with you. O that 
his dear rastructivi^ life may be extended, if it is 
not against bis own wishes ! I read lately in the 
newspaper that Dr. Young was made Bishop of 
Bristol. I must think it. is apother Young: how 
could the King make him only bishop, and Bishop 
of Bristol, while the place of Canterbury is va- 

* 

cantl I think the King knows not at all that 
there is a Young who illustrates his reign. And 
you, my dear dear friend, have not hope of cure of 
a severe nervous malady ! How I trembled when 
I read it I I pray to God to give you, at the least,! 
paUience and Aviation. I thank you heartily for 

B 2 
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the cautions you give me, and my dear Klopstock, 
on ibis occasion. Though I can read very well 
your band*writing, you shall write no more, if it is 
inconuiiodious to you. Be so good to dictate only 
to Mrs. Patty; i* will be very agreeable to have so 
amiable a correspondent; and then I will, still more 
than now, preserve the two of your own hand- 
writing as treasures. I am very glad. Sir, you will 
take my English as it is. I know very well that 
it mjiy not always be English, but I thought for 
you it was intelligible. My husband asked> as I 
was writing my first letter, if 1 would not write 
French ? No, said I, I will* not write ih this pretty 
buty^i^ language to Mr. Richairdson, though so 
polite, so cultivated, and no longer Jade in the 
mouth of Bossuet. As far as I know, neither we^ 
nor yoU) nor the Italians, have the word^e/^. Utrk 
have the French found this characteristic word'fof 
their nation? Our German tongue, which onlj^ 
begins to be cultivated^ has much more confohmty 
with the English than the Frenchi 

I wish. Sir, I could ftilfil your wish of bringing 
you acquainted with so many good pcc^le as- jrott 
think of. Though I love my friends dearly, kai 
though they are good, I have however much' to 



^or Jt majr be that an o .• ""''^ ^nd then, . 



M- KLOPSTOCK. 
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LETTER IV. 



To Mr. Richardson. 



Haniburgt Aug. 26, 1 758. 
Why think you. Sir, that I answer so late ? I 
will tell you my reasons. But before all, how does 
Miss Patty, and how do yourself? Have not yon 
guessed that I, summing up all my happinesses, 
and not speaking of children, had none ? Yes, 
Sir, this has been my only wish ungratified for 
these four years* I have been more than once 
unhappy with diappointments; but yet, thanks^ 
thanks to Ood, I am in full hope to be mother in 
the month of November. The little preparations 
for my child and child-bed (and they are so dear 
to me I) have taken so much time, that I could 
not answer your letter, nor give you the promised 
scenes of the Messiah. This is likewise the reason 
wherefore I am still here, for properly we dwell at 
Copenhagen. Our staying here is only a visit, 
but a long one, which we pay my family. I not 
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being able to travel yet^ my husband haa been 
obliged to make a little voyage to Copenhagen. 
He is yet absent ;— -a cloud over my happiness ! 
He irill soon return ; but what does that help ? 
He is yet equally absent. We write to each other 
every post, but what are letters to presence? 
Bttt.I will speak no more of this little cloud; I 
will only tell my happiness. But I cannot tell you 
bow I rejoice t A son of my dear Klopstock's t O 
when shall I have him ? It is long since I have 
made the remark that geniuses do not engender 
geniuses ; no children at all, bad sons, or, at the 
most, lovely daughters, like you and Milton. But 
a daughter or a son, only with a good heart, without 
genius, I will nevertheless love dearly. 

I think that about this time a nephew of mine 
will wait on you. His name is Witelhem, a young 
rich merchant, who has no bad qualities, and 
several good, which he has still to cultivate. His 
mother was I think twenty years older than I, but 
we other children loved her dearly like a mother. 
She had an excellent character, but is long dead. 
This is no letter, but only a newspaper of your 
Hamburg daughter. When I have my husband 
and my child, I will write you more, if God gives 
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me health and life. You will think that I «hall hit 
not a mother cmly, but a nurse also ; though the 
latter (thank God that the former is not so too !) 
is quite against fashion and good-breeding, and 
though nobody can think it possible to be always'' 
with the child at home. 

M. KLOPSTOCK. 

Not^'^Mva. IP<^6tac^ died on the 28th pf ^^ov^mb^ 
1758. 
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Infro^uction^ by F. Q. Klopsiock. 

Death has depriTed me of li^ whose afibc^ 
don > made nie as liappy as she was made hj 
mine. Oar friends well know with what tendernese 
we lbTed.-*-The following pages will shew why I 
am eompell^, and willingly submit^ to refrain 
from all complaint. This is one reason why i 
shall not write a poem, which many have expected 
from me, even when I may be more capable of it 
than I am at present. I think that, before Ibe 
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public, a man should speak of his wife with the 
same modesty as of himself; and how prejudicial 
would the observance of this principle be to the 
enthusiasm required in poetry ! The reader, more- 
over, and not without reason, thinks himself 
justified in refusing implicit credit to the pane* 
gyrist of his beloved ; and my love for her who 
made me the happiest of men is too sincere to let 
me allow my readers to call it in question. Ano- 
ther circumstance which makes poems of this kind 
uninteresting is, that we have too many of them. 
As these considerations would have restrained my 
pen, even if my departed friend had left nothing 
that could be communicated to the world, it will 
easily be imagined what pleasure it must be to 
toie to have the power of publishing some little 
Manuscripts, by which she erects a monument to 
bersel£ I am so proud of her doing this with her 
own hand, that I will not add to the collection the 
Odes I formerly wrote to her. Should this pride 
require forgiveness, I hope to obtain it, when it is 
recollected that I am not proud of myself, but only 
of my friends. 

I have nothing more to say of these little pieces 
than that they were not written with the intention 
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of erecting a monument to herself. Some subject* 
are particularly interesting to us; we wrhe our 
thoughts on them, and perhaps shew them to a few 
fiiendsi without ever thinking of publication. It 
is above two years since she thus began to write 
down some of her favourite ideas, during my 
absence ; and she was confused and distressed when 
I surprised her at this emplojrment, and prevailed 
with her to read to me what she had written. — O 
she was all the happiness of my life ! What have 
I not lost in losing her ! But I will not complain. 
I shaU perhaps at some future time print some 
of her letters^ or at least some fragments of thenu 
I can publish onfy a few of them, having some 
hours afler her death burnt most of those which we 
wrote to each other before our marriage. I was 
led to do this by the idea that I might be tempted 
to read them, and that they would agitate me too 
much. I have since found some which had been 
kept in a different place, and I will beg my friends 
who have letters from her to send them to me. 
My intention is, as I have already said, to publish 
them. Some friends of virtue may perhaps be 
anxious to know more of this heavenly mind. 
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Extracts from the Correspondence between Klop^ 
stock and Margaret MoUer, when their marriage 
was delayed^ and he l^t her to return to Copen-- 
kagenp in Oct. 1752. Seepage 2S. 



LETTER L* 

I MUST write to you this evening, and you shall 
find my letter at Cppenhagent Best of men^ you 
ou^ht to find in me a wife desirous to imitate you 
as far as it can be possible^ I wiU-^indeed I will 
resemble you as much as I can. My soul leans 
upon yours. — This is the evening on which we read 
your Ode to God. Do you remember it? If I 
can preserve as much fortitude as I have acquired 
thi^ eveningt I will not shed a tear at our partingf 
You will leave me, but I shall again r^c^ive you^ 
and receive you as your wife I Alm\ after anotber 
day you will be gone far->«-&r from me^ and it will 
be long before J aee you again; but I must restrain 

» This letter was written before Rlopstock left dam- 
burg^ and receii^ by him at Copenhagen. 
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my grief. God will be with you, your God and 
mine. When yoii are gone, I shall be more firm 
than I am now, as I have already assured you* I 
trust in our gracious God, that he will restore yon* 
to me, that he will make me happy. He knows 
that through you I shall be continually improving: 
He has already bestowed on us so much happiness, 
that I trust He will complete our felicity. Begin 
then your journey, only let me weep, — indeed I 
cannot help it. May God be with you ! Q my 
God, it is KIbpstock for whom I pray. Be Thou 
with him ; shew thy mercy to me in granting this 
request. If my gratitude can be acceptable to 
Thee, Thou knowest how grateful I am. O thou 
All-Mercifiil, how much felicity hast Thou already 
youchsafed to me ; felicity for which I could not 
have presumed to ask. O still be gracious to me, 
to my Klopstock. I recommend him to Thee ! 



LETTER II. 



I HAVE you no longer, my Klopstock ; you are 
.already far from me. May you but be safe ? What 
are you doing now ? I wish I could answer that 



Remember me to all our friends. My Meta, 
my for ever bieloved, I $aa entirely yours. 



LETTER IV. 
Meta to Klopstock. 

f 

I cotLD not write to you till this moment, my 
bdovtd Klopstock; I am in such good heidtb^ 
that I have been out every day, and am now r€^ 
tumed from Schmidt's house to this. With di^' 
most; perfoct sincerity I assure you tliat I have not 
been so well since 174>9^ as during the last week* 
Imagine how much I must feel in the hope that! I* 
am thw restored for you. I did not esq^t to' be* 
e^W agtdn bm well as I am now. Fraifeed be mr 
Got) for it t and you will praise Him widi n^« 
Yesterdiay evening, #hen I had retiiii^ from ocm^ 
pkilf, and enjoyed a very delightful hour; I aakl 
tb'myftielf, perhaps my Klc^stock is now worships 
ping GkiD wiA me; and at that thought my dcM 
votiont^ became more fervent. How delightAil' it 
is* to address^ ourselves to God, to feel his infloenM 
on ott» minds! - Thus- bow happy may^*«'be efta 
m this world; but you say rigbti if our htippjami 

7 
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is so great here, what will it be hereafter, and then 
we shall never be separated. 

Farewell, my. beloved i I shall think of you 
continually to-morrow. The holiest thoughts 
harmonize with my idea of you; of you who are 
more holy than I am, who love our great Creator 
not less than I do. More I think you cannot love 
Him ; not more^ but in a more exalted mankier. 
How happy am I to belong to you ! Through you 
I shall be continually improving in piety and 
virtue. I cannot express the feelings of my heart 
on this subject, but they are very different from 
what they were half a year ago. Before I was be* 
loved by you, I dreaded my greatest happiness, I 
was uneasy lest it should withdraw me from God. 
How much was I mistaken ! It is true that ad- 
versity leads us to God ; but such felicity as mine 
cannot withdraw me from Him, or I could not 
be worthy to enjoy it On the contrary, it brings 
me nearer to Him. The sensibility, the gratitude 
the joy, all the feelings attendant on happiness, 
make my devotion the more fervent 
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LETTER V. 
Klopstock to Meta. 
It is now Sunday evening, my dearest, and I 



have staid at home, not only because I like to do 
80 on a Sunday, and because I ^vished to proceed 
with the Messiah, but also because I love to be 
alone with you, and therefore the society which 
formerly I thought not uninteresting is now indif- 
ferent to me. But though I have been with you 
all this evening, my best beloved, yet now first the 
thought of writing to you occurred to me. With 
what sweet peace of mind do I contemplate in 
every point of view the thought that you are mine, 
that I am yours f Meta, how entirely are you 
formed to make me happy ; and you are bestowed 
upon me. Can there be so much happiness here 
below ? Yet what is the gi*eatest earthly happiness 
to that which we hope to enjoy in a future state? 
Yes, my beloved, for ever*. 

* These extracts make no part of Mr. Klopstock's pub- 
lication ; but as they are mentioned by him page 107, 
they are inserted in this collection. They are taken from 
the manuscript letters sent to the editor by Dr.Mumssen : 
see his eighth letter. 
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Letters from the Dead to the Living*. 



By Maboaretta Kiopstock. 



LETTER I. 



■ y r 



O MY friend, my brother, how happy am II, 
What it is to be blessed ! But how can I de- 
$cribe it to you ? Your language has no words, 
your soul no ideas of this perfect happiness, of 
this never-ending bliss. My brother, you will one 
day shai'e it with me. Then will you know what 
it is to be blessed. Amidst the many joys of 
Heaven, what joy is this, that my brother, my 
Semida, shall one day be happy with me !^ We 
shall then love each other with even more purity^ 

, * It appears from Klopstock's Ode ,to Bddmer, that 
he was extremely partial to the writings of the celebrated 

• • • # . ^ 

Mrs. Rowe, which probably suggested to Mrs. Klopstock 
the idea of the following letters; but it will, I believe, be 
allowed thai she greatly excels the model from which thev 
are copied. 
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more warmth than we have loved on earth. It is 
here alone that friendship is perfect. Yet I feel 
that a brother, whom I have so long known, with 
whom I have been so long united, I should love 
differently from all the inhabitants of heaven. 
With tenderness I should love him. — Abdiel I love 
with reverence. This exalted friend was my pro« 
tecting Angel. — O how the Angels love mankind ! 
When my soul had scarcely left her earthly 
dwelling, ye were all weeping over it ; — ^but my 
brother was resigned. As I soared aloft, unknow- 
ing how to tread the new paths of air, there ap- 
peared — think of this, my Semida — there appeared 
to me your form. With open arms, with the 
transport of an unembodied soul, I hastened 
towards it ; for I thought you also were dead, and 
that we should be blessed together. ** I am not 
thy brother," said the spirit in a gentle voic^ ^* I 
am Abdiel, thy guardian Angel. I put on the 
forqi of thy Semida, that thy yet scarce opened 
eyes might not be dazzled by the splendour of oA 
Angel. Come, I will be thy guide through these 
new paths. I was thy guide on earth. I loved 
thee more than thou didst love Semida ; and so 
shall I now for ever love thee. I wiU be thy 



Semida till he come to us, and then will we three 
be friends for ever. How much affection wilt 
thou first learn in heaven, thou who hast already 
felt so much on earth 1 But come^ I will lead thee 

to the abode of the blessed.'' O Semida, now 

your language fails. Of the glory of the Uncre- 
ated I can tell you nothing. Fear Him, love Him ; 
go on living as you have lived, and advance 
continually towards perfection. Then will you 
taste, then will you feel, what even the blest 
cannot express, what God has prepared for those 
who love Him 1 



LETTER 11. 

MY DEAREST MOTHER, 

I AM allowed to write to you. O that I could 
tell you how happy your Sunim is I I spoke the 
language of the earth but imperfectly, and now I 
speak a far different one; how then can I express 
myself? Beloved mother, I see you still before 
me as I lay in your bosom when I died. I knew 
not what it was to die ; I only felt such pain as I 
had never felt before, and I saw you weep. Ohow 
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I felt that you should weep ! I would have said. 
My mother I — ^but I could not speak. I hung 
my little arms trembling around yours. You will 
remember it; for then you wept more abundantly. 
Now it grew dark around me, and I could not 
see you. I knew not how it was, but I heard 
your voice. I heard you pray to my Redeebier 
for me. I prayed with you; for often had I 
prayed with you before. And now I felt a sudden 
pressure on my heart, and now I could see again ; 
— but how different I felt from what I was before ! 
I ran to you, and embraced your knees, but you 
did not perceive it. I said, ** My dearest mother !" 
— but you did not hear me. I was so light, I flew 
when I would have walked. At length I saw my 
own little body. I saw you lay it on the bed, kneel 
by it, and lift your hands and eyes t6 heaven, 
with a look, like my new friends the Angels. 
Then you wept no more, but became quite com- 
posed and resigned. I heard you say, ^ <* The 
Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away; 
blessed be the name of the Lord !" — I heard to6 
what you said to my father, for I still followed 
you. " Sunim is dead," you 3aid to him, ** Sunim 
is with God ;" — and my father began to weep 
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aloud, and said, the only boir of his niune and 
fortune now was dead, and all vras (ost to hini» 
How gently did you lead him back ; how sweetly 
speak of God, and of eternity ! 

I had now heard that I was dead, but knew not 
what it meant; until a heavenly form came to. me, 
and gently led me away; for I thought of no* 
thing but remaining with you. . This heavenly 

• 

form was my Sidem, whom I love as I lov^ you,^ 
and who led me to the world I now inhabit It is 
a star where all the souls of children come when 
they are dead; and where the heavenly Salem 
prepares us for supreme bliss. O that you could 
see this world, and know how it contributes tp 
our present hiqipiness ! Here too we have sensible 
objects, which instruct and prepare us for some* 
thing l^gher; but Salem does this still more* 
With what r^tqre do I listen, whei\ he tells^ 
us of the great Creator, of the Heav^i of the 
Blessed, of the Hosts of Angels, and of the Vision 
of God, which we shall attain when our knowledge 
shall be ripe enough. I know not whether this 
will be on. that great day when the earth shall be 
judged, or soonen Salem has not revealed this to 
me ; and I am already sufficiently happy in knowr 
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iog, tbat I shall, at some fatore tinftey assuredly go 
there. O how happy am I, even here ! 

But, my dear mother, — for I must come to it 
at last, — how I griieve for thee, thou best of mo- 
fliers ! Yet Salem says, it is better you should 
know beforehand, for then you can prepare for it. 
Ah, my mother ! the son whom God has given 
you m my place, who is so like me^ who is called 
Sunim too, — ^he shall also die. My mother, now 
for the first time in this world, I weep. Will you 
have strength to bear this second trial ? O pray 
to God for strength ; I will pray with you. • Your 
former victory pleased the Almiohtt. Salem tcdd 
me so. Offend not by impatience Him whom 
you have once already pleased by resignation. It 
is hard, very hard, my mother, I feel it with you ; 
but Salem says, God loves you, and therefore 
does 'He send these trials. O then offend not 
God, who so loves us all ; who makes your first 
Suniro so happy ; who will make the secotid happy 
also ! No, you will not murmur, I know it* You 
will patiently endure what God has appointed for 
you ; and then will you also be blest. What bliss 
wilt thou at once attain, thou who hast advanced 
so far on earth I 
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LETTER III. 

MY DAUGHTEH, 

It is long since I died. It was only a few 
hours after your birth. You know me hot, but 
i love you. How can I help loving my own 
daughter, and the daughter too of the best of 
husbands ! You have heard from my sister, how 
your father and I loved each other. Ours was 
not a love that first arose in marriage, the work 
of chance; it was founded on virtue, and on the 
sympathy of our hearts. We had chosen each 
other.-— And will the daughter of such a marriage 
venture to take a husband whom she scarcely 
knows, merely because he is of her own rank, and 
can make her still richer ? How can you think so 
lightly of marriage ? Marriage fixes your fate, 
my daughter. The whole of your former life is 
but a preparation to this longer, to this more im- 
portant life. All your temporal happiness depends 
on your choice of a husband ; and how nearly is 
the eternal connected with it ! What do you know 
of the man to whom ybu are on the point of 
giving your hand ? Have you oiice considered, 
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Melissa, whether he is the man on whose support 
you could lean, through all the crooked ways of 
life ? Will he lead you at last to the throne of the 
Almighit, and say, " here is the wife whom Thou 
hast given me ?" O Melissa, can a man do this, 
who never thinks of eternity ? A man who wastes 
the latter half of the day amongst trifling pastimes, 
and to whom the former half is so wearisome a 
load. Fool that he is 1 even his body emaciated 
by excess does not remind him that his time will 
be very short. And shall my Melissa be the 
portion of such a man ?— Do you expect to reform 
him ? Ah, Melissa, such is the foolish confidence 
so many of you place in your own powers. A 
man so fastidious in every thing, how soon will he 
be tired of a wife I A man who knows not serious 
reflection, how will he endure it from a woman ? 
Will he evc^ have time to listen to you ? A man 
who flies from solitude, to whom a. conversation 
with a rational friend is insupportable, who roust 
be in company, will he talk with his wife of things 
which concern the soul ? Melissa, you deceive 
yourself. Your tender heart will not avail you ; 
he understands nothing of the heart; and when 
tenderness avails not a woman, what can help her ? 
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Religion. Do you believe that a man of such 
morals has a^y religion ? — No — ^he has none. JJe 
will even try to rob you of yours ; and should you 
retain.it, he will make your children laugh at you 
for it,— You tremble, my daughter*. Yes^ — ^you 
have reason. Think to what misery a thoughtless 
step exposes you. It sacrifices your temporal, 
and risks youf eternal welfare. 

What happiness can you enjpy with a man who 
never thinks? who supposes he makes you happy 
by. dragging yoii into company, with whom you 
cannot speak of QoDy of eternity, of the peace, 
the security, the happiness of friendship, and of 
its higher degr^, connubial tenderness ; of th^ 
education of your innocent children, and of a thou- 
sand sUch interesting subjects? How wretched 
will you. be with a man whom you cannot love I 
Such, a jn^n Melissa never can love; and how 
hard.will you find it to obey, when you do not 
love. /Will you not often wish to be rid of your 
duty ?• And how easily may this wish lead you to 
throw it off. ' How will you be able., to educate 
your children ? . Should nature be strong enough 
to make you love the children even of such a man, 
should you wish to educate them well, will you 
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have the poWer ? O haw much of the good you 
do, will he destroy !-- And above all, what will 
become of your soul with such a husband ? Have 
you never considered in what danger it is ? A man 
who has no religion, (a man of such morals can 
have none,) will he suffer his wife to have any ! If 
you have no affection for him, you will most easily 
retain it ; but even then you will grow careless 
in it, because your husband does not encourage, 
strengthen, lead you continually on, and like a 
guardian angel watch over your tender soul. But 
i^ from pity, from duty, or from a prejudiced 
partiality, you still love him, — ^then fear the most 
for your soiil ! The man who knows that he is 
beloved, finds it easy to shake the principles of 
a weak woman. Therefore tremble, ye Melissas, 
when ye make your choice, tremble for your 
eternal happiness ! Choose none but a Christian. 
Choose not a free thinker, who laughs at you and 
your religion. Choose not one who would degrade 
you to the darkness of natural religion. Choose 
not one, — O shudder at the thought I -—who would 
rob you of your Redeemer, your only salvation ; 
and would debase his most exalted divinity to 
nothing more than a great and good man. Neither 
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choose a sceptic. He may be a virtuous man ; 
God may have patience with him ; but to you is 
not allotted the portion of wisdom to convince 
him, and you put yourself in danger of doubting 
with him. — Choose a Christian, who in his strong 
hand will lead you through the slippery world ; 
and at last to the throne of the Redeemer. Then, 
together will ye come, my Melissa, and taste 
and feel what I now feel with my husband^ mjr 
Christian husband ;— and yet greater will be our 
happiness, when she whom our souls love enjoys 
it with us ! . 

LETTER IV. 

I LOVED you much, my sister, while yet I live^ 
on the same earth with you, and I love you still. 
Can I better prove it, than by employing this nn^ 
common method of being useful to you ? I should 
have said to you, on earth, all that I am now 
going to say, had I lived longer; for it requires not 
heavenly wisdom : but while I lived, you were so 
young, that I could do no more than just begin to 
form your heart. I rejoice that from this early 
seed has sprung already so much good. You 
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tread a better path than many of your sisters*^ 
You do not cleave to the superficial, the light, the 
frivolous, the vain, the nothing of the earth ; but 
still, Melinda, you cleave to the eaith, I rejoice 
to see you prefer stillness to noise ; the society of 
your husband and children to those assemblies 
which are also called society. I rejoice that you 
prefer the fulfilment of your duties towards, your 
husband and children, and the little affairs which 
are entrusted to the narrow sphere of your sex, to 
such empty pleasures ; but yet, Melinda, you cleave 
to the earth, and only to the earth. It is proper, 
it is right, to perform the duties which you per- 
form ; but it is not enough to perform them only. 
We are not made for the little duties of jmortality 
alone, but for the higher duties of eternity. Let 
it be your first endeavour to know your Creator 
and Redeemer. You believe in him ; but how do 
you believe? Have yon exaniined the grounds o£ 
that belief, and how have you been convinced ? 
Do you try to be present in thought with Oop, as 
He is present with you? Do you with your whole 
heart, with all your feelings, love Him who hath 
so loved you ? Are you sufficiently attentive, 
earnest, strict, that your heart be pure before Him 
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who sees into the inmost soul; who sees each 
deed, even to its motive ! To comprehend all the 
duties of society in one, dost thou to others as 
thou wouldst they should do to thee ? Q Melinda^ 
see what is wanting in you ! You perform: the 
littlej but you delay the great, the important duties. 
Employ yoiir leisure, (for of the time which God 
has lent you, an account must be given,) employ it 
in thinking of God. Think of his love, think of it 
continually,, and learn to feel it. Tjiis is our first 
duty, and. how' easy a duty it is ! From this flow 
all the others. — Thou canst not find it difficult t6 
love that God, who for so happy a world, and .for 

■ 

a still happier eternity, hath created, redeemed, 
and sanctified thee; who hath reserved for thee 
such bliss ! O Melinda, were not even angels mute 
when they would speak of this, what transports 
would thy sister now proclaim to thee ! But it 
has not entered into the heart of man, it cannot 
enter into the heart of. man, what God has pre- 
pared for us; what I already feel, and thou, shalt 
feel. O my sister, thou who dost no evil, but 
not enough of good, (and thai the Holy One will 
punish,) allow thyself to be awakened to eteraal 
happiness ! 
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LETTER V. 

Little dost thou expect, O Lorenzo, now 
aifter a year, to hear of thy friend ; ah, rather say, 
of thy companion in dissipation, for a connection 
like ours deserves not the name of friendship; 
httle dost thou now expect to receive any account 
of me. Thou art right. Who sends accounts 
frmn this dreadful prison ? In common with the 
terrific spirits our seducers, we hate the whole 
human race ; and we hate Him too,— *Him whom 
I am forced to confess, whom on earth I endea** 
vouv to deny,— whom yet I would deny, but 

cannot. O ye, yet mortals; ye who yet 

can comfort yourselves with his love, ye cannot 
conceive what it is to know God only in his cm* 
nipotence I God without love ! Lorensso» I fed 
a mixture of cruelty and compassion. One tlK>ught 
says, I will save him from misery by my example ; 
and another says, I will rgoice in his torture I 
Where wast thou on the day of terror ? Where 
Wast thou, that thou wast not buried with me in 
the ruins of Lisbon ? For hadst thou died, thou 
hadst been here. Hear then my story^ for 
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thou knowest it not. He found not my body | it 

was burnt Hear me ! 

From the excesses of the night I yet lay in a 
deep sleep. The morning dawn had beheld my 
crimes* I waked in terror at the shaking of the 
earth. At the same moment the house fell in. 
« 'Tis He, His He," I cried, « He kills me !" For 
who can totally deny Him, the Fearful One ! We 
feel, when we sin, that we cannot ; but we stupeiy 
ourselves. I had almost prayed, but I could not, 
I knew not how to pray; and the anxiety to save 
my life absorbed the thought of God. At length 
I worked my way from out of the ruins of my 
dwelliog. I hastened on, without any accident. 
This made me feel secure. — I met with her, — 
perhaps she is now a saint, — ^her whom I so 
thoughtlessly seduced to stain her sex with the 
same crimes that we stain ours with. *^ Ah, 
seducer," said she, *< profligate! repent, repent, 
or we ai^ this moment lost !" It seemed to me 
;ridiculous to hear her preach repentance ; I told 
her so, and asked how she could suffer herself to 
be alarmed by such an accident. O Lorenzo, the 
words stuck in my throat ! A house fell down, and 
crushed both her and me.. She was soon dead. I 

K 
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only saw her raise her eyes to Heaven, and I have 
not found her here. I was mueh mangled ; I could 
not die. I beheld once more the setting sun. I 
rolled myself over in blood and dust, and saw beside 
me the old roan who was the constant object of 
our ridicule. How peacefully he died ! I wbnld 
have given my whole life to have died like him. 
^^ Redeemer ! Saviour !'' in a soft voice I heard 
him say. How could I now believe a Saviour ? I 

never had believed him 

I died ; — ^that is, I changed my agony, that 
dreadful agony, for one more dreadful. I plunged 
into the abyss of perdition. And now, Lorenzo^ 
wilt thou come to me ? Wilt thou repent ? Can 
Lorenzo repent? Thou canst, since she could. 
But accursed be thou ; accursed be she ; if yet J 
have power to curse,-*saccur8ed be ye all, for having 
so great a share in my ruin ! Ye must all come to 
me^ all sufier what I suflper. I cannot bear ye 
should be less miserable than I am ! O He t He 
who sits in judgment ! There is a Gop, Lorenzo I 
There js a conscienoe ! There is unutterable woe I 
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LETTER VI. 

' AbistuS) I fell in the unfortanate duel. By 
0iy hand I died ! And I had been condemned, 
were not the mercy of the Eternal without mea- 
sore ; mercy to you incomprehensibly if ye knew 
what ye are. O Aristus, thou knowest not thy* 
wdff thou knowest not thy God! Thou hast 
fida^cely thought of his omnipotence; still less of 
his mercy. Tnou dost still remain in darkness^ 
the thoughtlessness in which thou wast brought 
up. Thy &ther thought nothing needful for thee 
but courage; thy profession required not virtue 
and religion; and thou didst not require them 
from thy immortal soul. O how melancholy a 
thought it is, that the profession which makes us 
hibre cbntersant with death than age and sickness 
do, that it sfhould know the least of God \ Thou 
art not an infidel, and thou art not a Christian, 
O miserable friend ! — for thou wert my friend, 
according to our faint ideas of friendship, — ^look 
into thyself, and tremble ! There is a Gqd ; thou 
art iinmortal. Thou wast cast oflF by God, for 
tfidu ha'dst sinned. God became man in order to 
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redeem thee; and thou mayest now be for erer 
hq)py ! This thou knowest. Thou canst at least 
remember that it was taught thee in thy childhood, 
but thou hast never thought on this. If thou 
hadst died in my place, and God had not had 
mercy on thee, how wouldst thou have felt, amidst 
inconceivable torment, that thy thoughtlessness 
alone was the cause, that instead of those dreadfid 
tortures, thou didst not enjoy eternal happiness 
happiness which I should in vain attempt to de^ 
scribe ? Now — now is yet time, Aristus ! Per- 
haps to-morrow's fight may send thce^ with ten 
thousand other thoughtless wretches, to perdition I 
O turn thee; thou already knowest enough to 
turn, and much thou needest not know. Feel 
only that thou art a sinner, and that he, Jesus pf 
Nazareth, — a name so many of thy brethren in vain 
endeavour to debase, — He, the God whom I now 
worship, is thine Atoner, thy Redeemer? How 
calmly mayest thou march to battle, if thou but 
feel this rightly ! How glorious, (even amongst 
Angels this is glory,) how glorious to die^ when 
thou diest to defend thy country, to save thy 
fellow-citizens I How far below this, how mean 
was the death I died ! Even now I should feel 



^ ashamed of the disgrace of a diiel, if God had not 
^ forgiven my sin. O Aristus, for a single word t 
^ died in blood ; and my friend was my barbaroui 
murderer ! As thoughtlessly as we had livedo sfi 
went we forth to death. The laws of our station 
enjoined it. Laws never given, even by man; 
. imaginary laws, ye we obeyed ; and those for ever 
engraven on our hearts, tliose so plainly revealed^ 
^the adknowledged laws of God, the Creator, the 
Lord of mim, — ^those we despised, against thost 
we rebelled ; and (O amazing folly !) without 
knowing, without wishing to know .them. That, 
work pf fancy. Honour, alone is revered by most 
men in our station ; that alone they make their 
idol... The true/honour of obeying God, and 
being immortal, they know not. Alas, they nevet 
concern themselves to know it. We went, and 
did our. dreadful work. • We had spoken a few 
unthinking words, (Oh, if God punished as w^ 
punish, we had been long since condemned,) .w6 
bad said a few unthinking words, and this must'b6 
avenged.with bkod, with death ! While yet we knew 
nothing highei* than this life, w« loved each othei', 
and we must kill each other ! We felt obscure 
forebodings of what death might be to us, but 
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this life mnat be served* Now we already stood 
in blood; each sought tbeoibei^s life; hemnstdo 
so to save his own. Unhappy tbcwght fcr sonla 
that depend on this life only ; and &r asofe on^ 
haj^y, if they know the dreadfbl oonseqnences of 
SQch thonghdessness.-*! feD. Thou didsl fed 
some emotion, at the fete of thy finoid; but like 
all thy emotions^ it was transicory. Thy soul does 
ever tear itself from serious thoughts Observing 
that I was not dead, compassicmbid thee brii^nie 
to the nearest honse, and commend me to thecare 
of E surgeon, and then thou didst fly for safety. 
Chancy as .you call it,-»we call it here the eternal 
providoice of Gon^-— had led me to a Christian 
woman'fr house. She was so hi^py as to serve her 
ljro|>, in peace and tranquillity, within the Umiti 
of her sac, and now her old age was crowned by 
the saving of a soul. O bow I shall ihank her« 
when she comes to us ! She sat down by me^ and 
began to talk qE etami^; a sound that waked my 
soul from the sleqp in which she had hitherto been 
sunk^-^*dreadfnl waking, whi^ awaked.-, her 4» 
despair 1 Now I Mi the fuU wei|^ of my want of 
thought, the extent of its .guilt and rf its punishk* 
ment. . Ifeljt, myself condemned, .1 hisd lost %hb 

4 




pnwier. (^'0p€iech, but still my grief could rage^ 
She siLW it» but 9he Vi^tuiied t)ot to cqaibst my? 
despair* She sent to the worjthy pastor of the 
village^ a man despised by Aristus. He c^me-^ 
and Of.may.GoD i*^ward him I-— he.led me up ta 
my Redeemer. Long indeed had I still to combat 
with deqwk.; for he did not make my sin appear 
%fat,. but . be shewed me the means of obtainii^ 
pardon* I seised it, and was sared^ . in the las(( 
bnaatb of my ^stence sayed, and now I am bappy^ 
He has. pardoned^ the Eternally Merciful I :Bu$ 
bad I died a few hours sooner^ I had now beeuf 
lost. And. what ^ilt thou be to-mprrow, i^ thia 
day, ithou dost, not repent ! BelK^ tbe hosts ar^i 
pi^pared ^r the contest The Loan hgs spdkei^ 
in hi9 anger, nations: «hall day each other. To* 
morrow the noise of the battle will leave thee np 
time to collect thy spul. Do it,— O do it to-dayt 
if thou :r^;itrd thy eternal solvation ; and let this 
be thy :&riit )!^epentant resolution, that on thy own 
account, thou never again wilt slay thy ibrotber* 
Be great enough, before men and angels, be great 
enough to say, when another demands thy blood, 
** No, I will never give it ; I dare not ; my God 
forbids ; I will not do what God forbids. I will 
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use my life to honour Him, and serve my ndgh- 
bour/' Fear not that he ivill take thy life without 
resistance. If he be base enough to do so, let him 
take it. What is the loss of life to an immortal, a 
redeemed soul ? Prepare thyself for death, but seek 
it not ; he cannot rob thee of the joys of heaven* ' 
Dost thou fear the loss of temporal advantages ? 
Lose them, and gain eternal ones. Sacrifice thy 
precession, if thy brethren be mad enough to force 
thee to it. Degrade thyself in the eyes of the 
world, and be e3ui(ted before God. O my Aristus, 
how trifling appear all worldly advantages, when 
we stand above the world I One day we shall all 
be forced to render an account, an account of our 
unthinking lives, an account that we respected a 
received opinion more than the dear law of God; 
that we stifled all the feelings of our souls, and 
madly plunged ourselves in death, of which the 
dread was not in vain implanted in our nature . ■ 
O Aristufit, I'epent I Thy redeemed friend-iiitreata 
thee. Be saved, like him ! •'. 




[ 187 ) 
. LETTER VII. 

MY BELOVED CIDLI*, 

The hour wm come/ that hour by th^ 'so 
dreaded) yet for which thou hadst been so long' 
prepared ; the hour was dofAe, that took me fr6m 
riiee — firom^ ycmr wo^ld-^r ever ; but how short 
is ^ejbt<ivet o( your world I The first Violekiee 
of thy grief is now assuaged ; assuaged b/ religioo 
ak^el So- long 1 waited before I wrote to thee^ 
tlibu best' beloved !— How afiectionater was thy 
wish that thou mightest be the deserted one 1 
Now is th&t wish ftllfiUi6d ; but hast thou strength 
for tie trial ? - O pray to God, devoutly pray, for 
strength I Tbcia airt weak/ and yet I blame thee 
not. It is so shdrt a time since I was in the earthly 
body, that I know fuU well bow hard it is tolsoar 
to the higher Virtdes. This is exsdted virtue, to 

. t Cidli is l^e ||ame given to Jairus's daughter in a beau* 
|iful episode ii) the Messiah! By this name Klopstock had 
been accustomed tp distinguish bis Meta, in such of his 
poems as were addressed to her. She wrote this and the 
fdfewing letter on the supposition that her husband was 
dead, and probably in consequence of a conversation in 
which she expressed a wish thai she might be the survivor. 



I 

hear fht cnm m Att Ammssmt^ mSki I 
Bj Gdfi nmnnm boC; I see thee bear Aj 
widi lagnMkn ; bet, HT CidH^ tdna ati Iwi 
jkjtciid . TW gne( we BKleBckBlj Aift AweH 
dBBfij kk Atf htm% ikam 
b«l ndier fcederit tkm te dK vlHnt. To 
tkjcnnfai^ m 

Bol thet II BBt ntm/Jk Tkom 
Ik J teBn» Ji^ tear Opeir from loiilirie. Thos 
■net teke en infearesl in eU cicetioab aadindK 
whokhHWiiwe. WldktdioaaitindiewotUt 
dK detf of beuf^ wdU mmt ccaaes; wmdAom 

Goo ao longer giies esd* UvMiiigof coMHibiel 

ue^ tte ciuMat. MupeMSi^ ei^ eMnli^'"-"4lMNKii oe 



sedL om fiticodb ! Let ell vImmo &m cwsl tcech 
to krre tbe Eternal^ be Ay fi i ca d a » be AjrcfciMhrcn, 
I know, my Cidfi, tbel, on rcodbif^ dtt% Umm wk 
tear tbysdf firom tbj grirf; &Qtt wbo dooi so 
earnestly eademnmr to do tby duty : and ibr this 
leaMD I am penmitted to use thk means, inda^o^ 
to so few. O my Ckil^ bow I boTe loTed ibee I 




How did my soul hang on thy soul I and how welt 
didst thou deserve it !. Such love as ours waitf 
pleasing to the Almighty ; because we forgot noC 
Him ; because we thanked Him that we had found 
each others and worshipped Him together ! 

O my only lovei how often have I seen thee raise 

thine eyes to Heaven, with all the full devotion of 

thy heart i How did I then thank God for giving 

me this soul, so certainly appointed to be blessed I 

Go^ CidUi. teach it to the world; to those who do 

not believe it possible at once to love and pray^ 

teach that pure love, which itself is virtue, and 

pleasing to GOj>. But, Cidli, what was this to th€ 

love which I now feel ? I love thee so^ that even 

in heaven my heart longs for thee, O when thou 

once art here, with me to worship, to worship here 

•—face to &ce I A holy awe now seizes met Q 

Cidli, who can sp^k of the joys of heaven ? How 

wilt thou then feel? Thou shalt come to us, my 

chosen one* Fear not on account of the sins whicK 

now disturb thy peace^ I will not call tb^n trifling. 

What we term failings, are, before the Holy One, 

great crimes* But the love with w^ich He paiw 

dons is unspeakable. The Angel, who, invisible 

to theie, brings this^ will still. watch over thee; he 



vill make thy heart coDtinaaUy more perfect > He 
was Qur Angel on earth, for we were io united that 
we .bad but one Angel. 



LETTER VIU. 



TUJS AK8WEK. 



Yes, I will writer though I am ignorant whether 
thou knowcst what I say. How little do we narrow- 
minded creatures know of you ! Perhaps the 
same who brought thy letter^ wy Angel, (ah, he 
once was owrs !) perhaps he can take this to thee; 
or, at least, c£n tdl thee scxne of its pontents. 
Perhi^ — O how soothing is the thought I—* 
perhaps thou thyself mayst still be near m^ 
though iuTisible, and smne day read it. Perhaps 
thou dost read it now ; now a&I write ! O if thou 

dost hoTer round m^ thou how diall I now 

.address thee ? If thou still dost hover nmnd mej^ 
,thou blessed one, have pity on me. Thou wilt 
.find me weak ; but I will, I will do what thou 
requircst of me. Thou dost justly require what 
God requires. Alas, I kiiew that.GoD required it^ 

1 
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yA I did it not, till awakened l^ thee !• Bttt I* 
will indeed awake. I will tear myself from grieC 
1 will live for the world in which I am ; I will do- 
what duty requires; I will no longer, sleep. -"-^O 
that my remaining time, time now so blank and 
dead to me» O that it might be short ! Forgive^ 
thou Ever MerciAil, forgive the hasty wish I Not 
as I will, but as thou wilt I Wert thou yet witk 
aae^ my only love, wert thou in thy earthly bodjr 
yet with' me to support my weakness 1 So 
should every man support the companion of his 
Hfe, aiid how amiably didst thou perform tbisduty ! 
I may remind thee- how willingly I followed. Td 
obey thee was my pride. What woinfin would 
not have obeyed thee, thou excellent, thou upright 
man, thou Christian I Biit I have thee how no 
longer — thy Encouragement, thy example, thy 
assistance. I am desolate ! — My wish is heard $ 
the wish of my tenderness, when, in its utmost 
purity, it rose to the greatest height : thou art gon^ 
before nie. Till now I knew not what I asked^ 
but even now I thank Him who heard my prayer i 
{ thank Him that thou hast not to suffer what I 
suffer. M T hou didst grieve^ yes^ my best beloved^ 

* amidst the agonies of death, amidst the foretastt 



jf tkr bSaa^ I asr ihy giirf finrthy deserted Cidli. 

3Birc— I jiniimn facdimight! Tefe» neYer, never, 

jB I litife ck» ima^ dram my soiii» firom before 

ar LUJ> TIiT doHzi^ eyev thv fiuling Tokei thy 

anmliiig^ aiiii. iwi dewy iuind^ which yet pressed 

aBtm wheii cfauK cosidsc apiaik no norew Now it 

jlEcv weak cfafr ^entk pfiwuii^ O yet I fied it ! and 

3D^ yec tweaker: and myw—- k was stiff! I cannot, 

I canmic rapport cha lecDUecdon. Bat thy last 

jittwuHb rtuc afaail com&rt me^«— thy parting bene- 

oiisuiMi ! ^^ComttqukklyaiDbBrmel'' Howfenrently 

aid I attk it with ibm^ thou dmdr UesMd; and 

iiuw JucmMmUy Jo I now repeat Aa prayer. But 

Lhutt were dead; I had thee oowno more^ and now 

xHj more chy body orer wliich I hong continuaDyt 

wheu the heaveidy soul had left it : now, not eien 

chac ; I am m>«r akme; How can I support it, I 

wha never coidd eudure th« abeimce of a single 

d^jc Hmm thiMl t hav« ih> sou whom I might 

iMdti li» hi» UkH^ hi* tiuher; no daughter who 

Wl^ W4(^ with her mother; I am alone and 



dHI^NI^ mf b^venly friend, if thou still have 

m m^ let it work in me for good, 

4M «H reeigned, wiUing to do what 
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duty requires ; let it make me worthy of iby love t 
Thou whom my soul loves, thou who still lovest 
me^ how -shall I now think of thee? How can I 
raise my feelings to the glory, the purity, that suits 
a blessed spirit. How great the difference between 
thee and me 1 Far greater than on earth ; where 
not the weakness of my sex alone, but thy all- 
exalted mind, and, yet more, thy all-exalted heart, 
made the distance so wide between us. But take 
my weakness on thee, as thou didst on earth ; be 
thou my guide, my guardian angel ; thou who 
with unwearied earnestness didst perform every 
duty of rectitude and Christianity; teach me, help 
me, to fulfil my duties, and fetch me, O soon 
fetch me after thee I 

O Thou Ajlmightt, send me the soul of my 
darted friend^ or give me, I implore Thee^ by 
some other means, thy grace 1 Lead me, now I 
am alone, in thy hand, through the worlds to me 

become so rough, so pathless, and so hard to pas^^ 
through 1 I will be easily led. But I intreat Thee> 
with all resignation, with all submission to thy will, 
let me soon follow him ! Let me soqn come to 
thy blessed, to my beloved,— to Thee ! 
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DIALOGUE ON FAME*. 

A FRAGMENT. 

I OKCE told my MeCa, that I thought a dialogue^ 
if written by one or two friend% woald appear 
most natural. We also wulied to do this for the 
sake of leaTing a memorial to the last of as who 
should remain, and to our friends. This onfiniAed 
trifle was the consequence of this fimcy. ' I ear- 
nestlv wish that I could recoDect aome of her 
serious conversations with me, 90 as to write them 
down ; for what a heart had die^ and what a qiuick, 
and at the same time accnrtte underscanding ! 

Mdtu Do you conader the immortality of 
Fame as a chimera of pride ? Or is the attun- 
ment of it wt>rthT the endeaxxNirs of a sensible and 
fright man? 



*"lhstlastii^faiBe and pcfpctmiy of praise 
«r GodSDd good men bs^condeDtedsbsIl be the reward 
^ of those wbosie pobluhed labouK adnnce the good of 
* Bunkiiid." 




l^hpii^. I cotididsr fat&e tA a meflM to ao* 
quire friends <st€h after our deatli. How sweet 
lUid bow stiitaMe is it to a sensible mafi to have 
ftieikds, &Ha^ then t 

ideia. Yet many of those who are become 
immortals have ridiculed the endeaydtir to become 
•o. And lieajdes, how cold^ in general^ are thosi 
friends after death ! 

_ Kiof^t&(^. Often do people ridicule what diey 
wish «nd seriously etideavour to obtain; eithet 
bcicause they despair of obtaining it, or because 

* ■ • ' • 

Ai^ know how much their endeavour is bhitxied, 

• ... • "> . 

when Its object is too plainly discovered. Their 

ildtcule is therefi^re not sincere. They kre ehhet 

• ' • • • . ■ • ' 

^i^pting to conceal their aim from others, ot 
fliey are mlwilling to acknowledge to themselves 
Aiefr secret wish. He who deserve immortality 
will never be a cold friend to one whb ii^ dJrl^ady 
nnmoital. 

Meta. A few ^arm friends are bettef thto ti 
great many cold oties.^ — But as to the first part 
of yrar aniBWisr, 1 cannot be cbnVinced that itll 
thes^ great ihen ifisseinbled in thig point. Th^y 
consider^ glof^ as something t6 linle^ that the 
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attainment of cvien its highest step, immortality^ 
appeared scarcely worthy to be wished. 
. KlopstQck, If they really considered immortality 
as so little a thing, they certainly never thought 
of their usefulness ; they never considered how 
much it connects us with posterity. I hold true 
glory to be as congenial to the simplicity of nature^ 
as I think vanity is opposite to it. 

Meta. I grant that the desire of true glory is 
congenial to our nature. I gmnt, further, that 
great actions, and good writings, if contemplated 
and read by the whole world, are useful to a wide 
extent. But these actions should be performed^ 
these works should be written, without the inten- 
tion of thereby gaining immortality. The love 
of fame is too enticing a seducer. It leads us 
imperceptibly to consider glory not as a means of 
being useful, but as an end, in itself worthy to be 
attained ; and thus, though our undertakings 
lose not their usefulness, it robs us of our moral . 
wortji, by changing our intention in them. 

Klqpstock. Usefulness should undoubtedly be 
the first object in our undertakings. How worth- 
less. i9 the immortality of those who have obtained 
it without being useful ! I do not believe that true 
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glory will ever seduce us to consider her as'*our 
chief object She is always too much connected 
with our duty, and with usefulness. — But if we be 
useful, why should we not rejoice to gain, at the 
same time, this pure, this innocent glory ? . ' 
i Meia. I should be too rigid^ . did I wish to 
forbid all joy in the prospect of immortal fame; 
but to indulge it very seldom, and with great 
moderation, is not too severe advice. It is so 
easy to mistake the means for the end. — 
( Klopstack. What I have hitherto called the love 
^f^lory, is in particular the wish to be loved and 
valued by posterity, as we wish to be by our con''* 
temporaries; or, as. I said at first, it is a wish to 
collect friends. This wish will not easily lead us 
to apy thing but the frequ«[it and varied ideas of 
the use we may be of to those, friends* How many 
does Young rouse from. the slumber of thought- 
lessness or indifference? And those who are no 
longer thoughtless or indifferent, how does he 
animate their feelings I How. raise them to his 
own f How does he teach them to worship God, 
to be Christians I And the prospect, the foretaste 
of all this— shall it not be allowed? Is it not high 
and heavenly joy ? 

l2 
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Mb* Kix>PfiTocK, in continuation. 

I HAVE frequently debated with myself wbedier 
I should .attempt to describe my Meta's character. 
I am bound not only to the public, but to her, to 
avoid every appearance of exaggeration ; and how 
few are there whose hearts will justify them in 
believing that what I must say is not beyond the 
truth I To those few, I can with one stroke give a 
general idea of her character. She was formed to 
say with Arria, *^ Pastus, it is not pain(uL"-~Qut 
these are the readers who would wish tq Ipiow the 
particular features of such a character. They wiU 
find, some of them in the following fragments of 
letters written since our marriage. We had never 
been separated, except for two months, during 
which those letters were written. S9ie Hved only 
two months more afi^r my return. Since I write 
Ais sketch chiefly to speak of her death, it aiqio^ni 
lo me essential to make known s<Mnetbing of what 
passed in our minds during a squiration which, 
both to me, and to her, was a preparation for it. . 

But before I make the extracts, kt me be per- 
mitted to say a little more of her. — About tbiaee 




C U9 I 

yeahr.age she undertook to write my liC^ and this 
» Her inttoduction to U. 

.<^ AIL that concerns Klopstock, and all that be 
does, is so traportant in my eyes, that I can na 
kmgsr resist the wish to preserve in writing what 
I observe in him, and what to me appears most 
wort|iy of observation. I intend to confine myself 
to what relates to his character, and whatever haa 
any connexion with the Messiah ; but loving him 
as I do, many little trifles which concern our mu- 
tual attachment, our marriage, and myself, will 
naturally intrude. I shall observe no order of 
time, but shall write what my heart now feels, what 
I How remark, or what I have long since remarked, 
and of which I am now reminded." 

She says afterwards,-^^^ As he knows that 4 
delight to hear whatever he composes, he always 
tea(}s it to me immediately, though it be often 
only a few verses. EEe is so far from opinionatedi 
that dft this first reading I am to make my criti* 
eisQiSy joist as they cdme into my head." 

How much do I lose in her even in this respect! 
How . perfect was her taste, how exquisitely fine 
ber feffKngs. I She observed every thing ; even to 
ihe i^igfat^st torn of the thought. 1 had only Ut 
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look at her, and could 8ee in her face when even a 
syllable pleased or displeased her; and when I led' 
her to explain the reason of her remarks, no demon- 
stration coald be more tme, more accurate, or 
more appropriate to the subject. But in general 
this gave us very little trouble^ for we understood 
each other when we had scarcely beguh to explain 
our ideas. 



Meta to Klopstock. 

• 

Hamburgh Aug. 2d^ 1758. 
Did you go three times the distance to the post^ 
only to see me for one minute more? Do not 
faiagine I think this a small matter. It confirms 
me in my old suspicion, that you have indeed a 
little lotoe for me. If you could see me to-day, I 
know you would love me dearly. No one could 
know by my appearance that you had left me. 
The thought that grief might hurt our child, (for 
I have too severely felt the few tears which I could 
not restrain,) that it would displease you, and be 
ingratitude for our otherwise so great happiness, 
makes me so resigned that I am almost eiisy. I 



rK 
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cranot indeed banish the thought of you, nor do 
I wi&h it ; l)ut I can view it in such a light thai it 
dpes not disturb me. Our. God is with you, and 
wUl restore you to the arms of your wife 1 

Augusts* 

I am well, and have continued a heroine; though. 
I am obliged to be very watchful against my enemy, 
who lies in. ambush, and shoots like a Hanoverian 
rifleman. In earnest, when I think I have. the. 
utmost command of myself, the thought of you. 
'often seizes me so suddenly, that it costs me 
miich trouble to compose myself again. The most 
trifling circumstances often occasion.this. . 

Now come^ Eliza^ and write^ your certificate.. 
<< I hereby certify upon my honour, thaty Meta 
Klopstock behaves so well as to astonish me con- 
tinually. / would not be easy,— K^ertainly not,-—, 
though I haid promised my husband a thousand 
times. I am half angry that she is so. It is too 
much love for .a husban^ to be easy purdy out of 
teqidiil^ess for Jhinu" 

They waked, me this morning to give me your 
letter^ and I got the head-ach ; but that pain was 

• Mrs, Klopstock's. sister, who was married to Mr. 
Schmidt. 



pjtesture. Yesterday erening I had aooie obieme 
sotson q£ a letter^ biil; eoald. not fauigine hiow it 
Aonld come« I never tbiNight of Scbonburg ; boib 
you thought of it. You could not kelp writidgf 
yes, that i» natural, for you love me. / could not 
have helped wriiiog neither* 

JbuglM4i. 

' I vish the n^ts were nM so dturlL I ham* eaiib 
night' had a strong Sncliiiation to vise^ and writer 
to beg you would return ; but do not suppose tjbat 
I indulge this thought. — Yet if the wind has B0t 
ehaaged,^ yon might perh^s: arrire 6d Moodegr^ 
and see G«m^ and return oh Wedneaday» Ah^.ttfisttr 
I diould have you fl^ain fbr that short time I 

- Yes, my dear Kbpstock, Qod will give ue what 
in his wisdom He sees good for us ^ and if ali^ 
ditng be wanting to our idshes^ He will teAdi. ns 
Ho bear thai want 

: Jtigusi Ij my liahef^s Jj^iHg difj^ 
Are you really gone ? The wind was wcMlk drii^ 
morning, but it i* ehang^ agaift to the <test ; our 
God be with thee ! Believe me, I trUst in Hiini 
alone, and am convinced that the way by which 
He leads us is the best for us. 



August 10« 
Where are jron now ? Stffl: in the ship, I fear^ 
£)r yoa haye had Tery unfavourable winds* May 
Goir hare preserved you irom thunder-dtorms 1 
They have been my greatest dread. We havehad 
Solent faeat^ but no thunder. Last night h wat 
very very dark. I could not help being an:(cious 
about yott) but it was not such anxiety as would 
have been ingratitude for my great happiness ; it 
was tenderness which I can never cease to feel* 
God be with youj ai\d grant that I may hear fromf 
you on Tuesday*; but even if it should hot be sb^ 
I will not be so uneasy as to hurt my health. 

I was ready by eight o^clock. Oh, if you had 
come home! How I wisl^ed for you ! Itishard^ 
very hard, after having lived with you, to live 
without you ! 

^i^ffiSt 15. 

* • * . - 

God be ptaised ! I have your letter* O whiit 
joy I What sbaU J feel when I have yoi;i again I . 
I knoib^not what I write. I received jour letter 
at taUe. I eould eat no more. The tears started 
from my eye$, and I went into my own room. I 
qould only thank God with my tears ; but He 
understumik our tears ! 
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Klopstock to M£TA. 

. f 

Bemsti ^dugusi 16. 
My Meta, were both the nights so dark? They, 
were indeed, but God preserved me from all the 
dangers which you feared. But now you have my 
letter, and you have already thanked our God tliat 
He has protected me. Let us together thank Him 
that you and- our child are well. I know how you 
think of me. I know it by my own feelings. It 
often comes so strongly into my mind that you 
are with me^ that I am ready to press you to my 
heart. My only Love, what will be the joy on 
meeting ! Depend on it, I shall return as soon 
as possible, 

• Meta to Klopstock. 

August 24. 

I AM getting through all my letters, all my visits, 
all my employments, agreeable or disagreeable, 
that when yon come, I may live for you alone. 

Yet I will readily, in earnest, gladly do without 
you till moonlight comes, though I tremble in 
every nerve when I think of seeing you again. 

I am, thank God, very well. I have nothing of 
the illness which I felt during the last week. 
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From KlopstociT* 

Copenhagetif Sept. 9. 
' My beloved' Meta, how sweet it is to receive 
sach letters from you ! My confidence that 
6oD will spare you to me yet remains ; though I 
cannot say that now and then a cloud does not 
t^me over it. 

There are lighter and heavier hours of trial. 
These are some of the heaviest. Let us take care, 
v[i^ dear Meta^ that we resign ourselves wholly to 
our God. This solemn thought often occupies 
me. What think you of writing on it to each 
other, to strengthen us ? O how my heart h^Pgs 
on thine ! 

To Klopstock. 

September 7. 
I SHALL indeed be in continual misery, if Sep- 
tember passes without your return. I shall be 
always expecting to be confined, and to die without 
you. This would destroy all the peace of which I 
wish to tell you, for, God be praised, I am strong 
enough to i^eak of my death. I have omitted it 
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gloomy fears, but also that we may be the better, 
able to submit with petfact t^signoHon to the will 
of our OoD. This perfect resignation is one of the 
moA -difficult, md at the same time most consoling 
Afoties of Christianity. These days of our sepa- 
mtion are^afys of trial, which call on us to recollect 
that ^ are iried. — Even the most innocent tod 
Tirtuous love should be subservient to the love ot 
6oD. I have read again my **Ode on theOmtu^ 
pefence <rf God,'* which I am printing in the 
Iforthern Spectator, and my ideas of the universal 
presence of Him who alone deserves our adoration 
b^ame very strong. When Go» gives tiie grace 
to pursue these ideas, then, my Meta, I am not &r 
from thee ! He surrounds both thee and me. His 
hand is over us. Goiy is where you are. Gptf is 
where I am. We depend entirely on Him ; much 
liiore -entirely than is generally supposed; We 
depend on Him ev^ in all those things: whidi 
least call pur thoughts towards Him. His presence 
preserves our breath. He has numbered the hairs 
of our head. My. soul is now in a state of sweet 
composure, though mixed with some degree of 
sadness. O my Wife, whom God has given to 
me, be not careful — be not careful for the morrow I 
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MeTA to KLOPStOCK* 

September ip# 

— « You must not think that I mean 

any thing more than that I am as willing to die as 
to live, and that I prepare myself for both, for I do 
not allow myself to look on either as a certainty* 
Were I to judge from circumstances, there is much 
more probability of life than death. But I am 
perfectly resigned to either; Goo's will be done f 
— I often wonder at the indifference I feel on the 
subject, when I am so happy in this world^. O 
what is our religion ! What must that eternal 
state be, of which we know so little, while our 
soul feels so much ! More than a life with Klop« 
stock ! It does not now appear to me so bard to 
leave you and our child, and I only fear that I may 
lose this peace of mind again, though it has 

♦ She was very grateful for this happiness, but it did 
not at all diminish her desire of a better world. In the 
last of her confessions, which she always used to write, 
she prays, " May Goo continue to me the readiness 
which He has given me to exchange a life full of happi- 
ness for a stiU- happier eternity." 

1 
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'already lasted eight months. I well know that all 
hours are not alike, and particularly the last, since 
death in my situation must be far from an easy 
death : but let the last hour make no impression 
on you. You know too well how much the body 
then presses down the soul. Let God give what 
He will, I shall still be happy. A longer life with 
you, or eternal life with Him ! — But can you as 
easily part from me, as I from you ? You are to 
remain in this world, in a world without me ! 
You know I have always wished to be the sur- 
vivor, because I well know it is the hardest to en- 
dure ; but perhaps it is the will of God that you 
should be left, and perhaps you have most strength. 
— O think where I am going ; and as far as sinners 
can judge of each other, you may be certain that 
I go there, (the humble hopes of a Christian can- 
not deceive,) and there you will follow me : there 
shall we be for ever united by love, which assu- 
redly was not made to cease. — So also shall we 
love our child. At first perhaps the sight of the 
child may add to your distress, but it must after- 
wards be a great comfort to you to have a child of 
mine. I would wish it to survive me, though I 
know that most people would be of a different 



t>pitiion. Why sboiild I think otherwise? Do I 
not intrust it to you and to Goo ? h is with the 
Aweeteist composure that I speak of thk ; yet 1 will 
toy no more, for perhaps it may affect you too 
mudiy though you haye given me leave to spei^ of 
it. How I thank you for that kind permission f 
My heart earneistly wished it, but on your account 

1 woukl not indulge the wish. 1 have done. I 

can write of nothing else. 1 am perhaps too 6eri- 
Ous, but it is a seriousness mixed with tears of joy. 

September 15. 
' I Hopt, yet tremble for your fetter to-day* O 
take not away my hope ! Set ot[ to-morrow. We 
have had since yesterday the finest weather, and 
the best north-east wind. You will come exactly 
with the full moon. O set off! Do not rob me 
of my hope. Make me not so unhappy. — Let this 
be the last letter. O come I 

From KLOPStocx. 

Set^nstf Sept. 16. 
Your letter to-day, my sweet Wife, has very 
itiwh' distressed me*. &ut before I say any thing 

* Her letter, dated Sept. 10. 
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of it^ I must speak of my jonrney. This lett^ 
has agitated me so much, that I cannot answer it 
to-day. It hai made me not serious onlyi but 
dgected. May our Goi> do. with us according to 
his will. He is the all-wise, and the all-gracious* 
I cannot conceal from you that my absence at 
this time lies particularly heavj^on my heart; yet I 
must also tell you that there are very bright hours 
to me, when, though the thought of absence fills my 
mind, I have strength to reflect with composure 
that these aire the hours of trial, and that it is here 
I most submit* All you say in your letter affects 
me too much to-day ; otherwise I Would gladly 
speak of it with yon. The thought of your death 
bffiKrts me too deq>ly ; that of absence mak^ 
me^ for the reason I have mentioned, cheerfii). 
-—I will tell you how I feel a passage in my 
favourite 189th Psalm. <« If I take the wings of 
the morning, and remain in the uttermost {wurt of 
the sea, even there also shall thy hand hold me.^ 
Beyond the uttermost sea, there urt thou^ my Lov^ 
aud there too is our God, and there does his hand 
hold thee. It is a very pleasing thought ! This I 
promise you, I will not stay one moment from you 
without absolute necessity ; and then when God 



has givea us our child, and when the dear mother 
and her babe are with me, — I turn giddy when I 
think of it. — I must conclude* My whole heart 
is entirely, unspeakably yours I 



Meta to Klopstock. 



September 18* ' 
YouB thoughtlessness could not have played 
me a w6rse trick than to send to Soroe the letter 
in which I hoped for certain information ' respect-^ 
ing your joUmey. I know not how I shall fed 
when I see you again. When I think of it, I am 
agitated as when I think of hearing the first 
voice of my child! Yesterday I went an airing 
for four hours. I could go no other way than tb^ 
toad to Lubeck, though I well knew; you could 
not come so soon. It was not possible for me t6 
drive aiiy other way. Adieu till to-morrow. O 
may the letter to-morrow tell me that you have set 
off, — that I have written this letter in vain,— O my 
only beloved, come^ come^ come ! 
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KlOP^OCK to MfiTA. 

Bernstj Sept. IB. 
Qmt Metal you say, <^ make me -not so un- 
happy, bat come.^" How much that affects m^ I 
But the Captain does not sail till Thursday, as he 
s'ays, and. I do not believe he will sail then. He 
has not yet got lading enough. Let us yet endure 
this little, time, my only Love I My whole' soul 
longs to see you again, but I must not write of 
this at present : it a£Kx:ts me too much, and I wish 
to repress this emotion, because I wish to wait 
with composure and submission for the day of 
joy. Do the same, my Meta ! My hope that 
God would spare you to me, was yesterday very 
strong. It became particularly so from the good 
account of your health. But I scarcely dare in- 
dulge this thought, it affects me too powerfully .-^ 
Our God will order all things according to his 
wisdom and love. O what true and peaceful hap- 
piness lies in that thought^ when we give ourselves 
entirely to it. 

* See her letter, dated Sept. 15. 
M 2 
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I return to you for one moment only to say 
how much I love you, and how tenderly I intreat 
you to feel my absence as little 9S passible. Com- 
pare the time when I left you, not knowing when 
I should return,*' when I did not return till after 
^ long an absence ; and now that' I must be only 
a short time absent from you, that my return is so 
near at hand, that I am only detained a little time 
'by the Captain of the vessel, that we have so mudi 
reason to hope that God will bless thee with a 
.biealthy child, and me with the child and thee { 
Let ps r^ct ou this happiness, and be grateful 
to the Giver. This reflection makes me quite 
cheerful. I press you to my heart, my Met<L 

CopenhageUf Sept. 2S. 
At length, my Meta, I am in town to go on 
Ixuurd. I expect every moment to be called. Our 
God will conduct me. O how I love you, and 
-bow I rejoice in the thought of our meeting I 

Lubeckj Sept. 26. 
I SHALL soon be in your arms, my only Love. 
God be praised for my prosperous voyage I How 

* In the year 1752. 



I t^oice that I shall see yon at last ! My Meta, 
how shall we thank our God for having preserved 
thee to me, and me to thee I 



To KxOFSTOCfc. 

September 26. ' 
I Mvfft ifididge my fiincy, and write to you at 
Lubeck, to Ck^penhagcfn no more^ — now no more. 
6oi> will be with yon. I have prayed for yot^ 
with my firmest faith. I received your letter jusi 
as I was bej^udning to be quite dejected. I have 
ttot tfane to write mvich. I should now drrve eVery 
day to Wandsbeck to meet you, if I had not fot 
some days had a cold in my head and eyes. This 
will make me not look so cheerful as I should 
have done if you had arrited last week ; but other- 
wise I am perfectly well. 



This was her last letter to me. She died on the 
28th of Noy. 1758. I once thought of writing, 
from what I and my friends in this place can 
recollect of her last hours, a description of her 
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agonizing, yet happy de^th ; but I could not have 
gone through with it; at least I should have 
suffered too much. What have I, not already 
8u£Pered in performing my resolution of supplying 
tliis description, by extracts from the letters of 
my friends I I rejoice that it is thus more than 
replaced. What do we not owe to friendship^ 
especially in the great afflictions of life. 

I should not satisfy my own feelings, if on 
this unsought oc<:asion I forebore to mention that 
besides my old friends, I have here found others, 
particularly since the death of my wife, who have 
really sympathised in my.f^te*. I have often, 
when I thought I was only with straqgiers, found 
myself amongst friends. I have made this pleasing 
discovery rather from their silence, from a certaiii 
manner which I observed in them, than from what 
was said of my loss. In short, I must say that 
much friendly treatment makes my residence i^ 
the native town of my beloved wife never to be 
forgotten by me. 
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Letters mitten after the Death of 
Mrs. Klopstock. 



From Elizabeth Schmidt, the youngest 
Sister of Mrs. Klopstock. 

Hamburgh Dec. 4. 
You have already received the sad account of 
the death of my beloved sister. She died as 
she had lived, with firm courage. She took leave 
of her. husband. I prayed with. her, and she de- 
parted in the gentlest manner. I closed her eyes. 
I can write no more. Thank God, with me, for 
the extraordinary strength, which He bestowed 
upon me in that dreadful hour ; it surpassed all 
my natural powers, as my experience fully con- 
vinces me* Thank Gop also for the strength, 
peace, and consolation, which He vouchsafes tp 
Klopstock. I trust he will be assisted, to surmount 
$his heavy affliction, 
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-FmoM Habtmah Rah9^ to Schxiiit. 

The wise adorable Fatber in Heaven has caDed 
to himself his TOtnoos cbikL O Thoa great object 
ofoor adoradcm ! grant that we inay die the death 
of this excellent person, — a pious, tranquil, holy 
death ! My poor wife is inconscdable^ and I most 
comfort her and mysdf ; hot I am not the Chris- 
dan hero that yoo are. I praise the AutiGHTT, 
that He has so powerfiiDy supported yoo in this 
dreadfid hour. It is yoor duty to assist me in 
peraoadiog Klopstock to oome to na. Mnst not 
eveiy moment pasMd in Hamboig renew his sofieiw 
ings and inward angnish ? And is not a calm silent 
anguish, like his, more injurious to the health 
than that which is louder and more vdiement? 

Fbom Johanha Victoria Rahk, Ki/UBTocx'a 

SlSTEB, TO EUSABBTH SCHMIIITW 

Lubeekj Dec. 4. 
Mt dear Eliza, how much have you aD su£&red! 
and with what constancy have you endured it I 

* He was married to a Sister ^ Klopateol^ 
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May OoD preserve your health ! What I have 
lost, my beloved Eliza, I can find no language to 
express. I loved her more than if she bad been 
my own sister. Bat it was the will of Gop Uiat 
tbos it should be I 

From Ckameb^ to Klopstocr. 

CopetAagen^ Dec. &. 
I AU iudcfsd ineiqpressibly affected by the totally 
unexpected intelligence^ whidi has cost ine and 
my dearest wife so many tears. What should we 
be with aU our joys, and all our herpes, if eternity 
did not console us^ and give us an assurance that 
we shall receive our departed friends again, mor& 
glorious and more perfect. Yes, my dear friend, 
God's consolations are the only true consolations. 
This your glorified Meta, our most beloved firiend, 
felt aoiidst all her sufferings. This exalted her 
90qI above this world at its entrance into her 
eternal rest; and Uiis will also wipe all tears firom 
jour ^es. I rejoice^ though my joy is mingled 

^ Chaucsllw of the University of Kiel« and Chaplain 
Kxtbe King. One of Kbpslock's earliest and most highly 
ft tewied frmds^ 
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with «adiif«s in the mercy whidi God has sbewn 
toirards yoo both. May God support joa under 
the tense of your aflUcdon, and make yoo, throi^^ 
Ills power, an example of that tme senAQhy, 
which you so often describe in y oor poetical oom- 
posidons as attendant on Tirtoe. Ton will pro- 
bably quit Hamburg soon. All joor friends wish 
yon to do so. May God preserve yoor heahb, and 
console^ rdieve, and Mess yoo throng the power 
of rdigion. My wife desires me again to assure 
yon, that she takes the warmest and tenderest part 
in yoor sorrows. 

OiDce more^ God Uess yon, and restore yon to 
ease^ comfiirt, and jcj, with all those who share 
yoor ■fWictjiwi* 

From Funks to Kijofstock. 

Copenkagen^ Dee. 5. 
What can I write? I will not make the past 
erent my snlgect; for yon must know how deq>ly 
I qrmpathise with yoo. Tet what can my giief 
be in comparison of yoors ! Oi, coald I bat be at 
case oa yonr acconnt,— but I am all anxiety. My 
heart wavos between two objects; so me ti me a it 
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tums to her who is gone, sometimes to you ; bttt 
on you it rests, for she is above our care. Could 
I in the slightest degree alleviate your sorrow, I 
should in so doing fulfil the wish of an angel. 
Dearcist. friend, will you not come to us ? Remain 
not, I entreat you, in a place where every thing 
around reminds you of that which is already too 
deeply engrav^i on your heart. May God give 
you peace I May He strengthen and bless you I 

^ I wish it were possible that I could render myself 
in any manner useful to you ; for who reveres, who 

loves, more sincerely than I do, the poet of the 

< 

lyiesfiiah, the Christian, the friend, the beloved of 
our departed angel ? 

Klopstock to Cramer. 

flamburgf Dee. 5. 
This is my Meta's dying day*, and y^t I am 
composed. Can I ascribe this to myself, my 
Cramer ? Certainly not. I sleep very little^ at 
other times I cannot do withoqt sleep; and yet I 
nm not ill, often well. Thanks be to the Gon of 

* A week after her death. 



N. 
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comfort for all the &vour He has shewn me I 
Thank our Gon, with me, my Cramer. 

I will now try to give you a more drcnmstantial 
account. Her sufierings continued firom Friday- 
till Tuesday afternoon, about four, o'clock; but 
they were the most violent irom Monday eveniiig 
about eight. On Sunday morning I supported first 
myseI4 and then her^ by repeating that without 
our Father's will not a hair on her head could &11; 
and more than once I rqpeatedto herthe fcdlowmg 
lines from my last Odew One time I was so 
much affected as to be forced to stop at every 
line. I was to have repeated it all to her^ hot wa 
were interrupted. 






Though unseen by human eye. 

My Redeemer's hand is nigh ; 
** He has pour'd salvation's light 
'* Far widiin the vale of night ; 
** There wiH God my steps coDtrou), 
^ There his presence bless my soul. 
** Lord, wbate'er my sorrows be, 
** Tesch me to look up to Thee !" 

Some a£fecting circumstances I must omit; I 
will tell you them some other time. 
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When I began to fear for, ber life^ (and I did 
ntiui sooner th«& any one eke,) I from tune to time 
lAispered something in her ear concerning Gon, 
b«l 10 as not to let her perceive my apprehensions. 
I know liltle of what I said; only in general I 
iMHtw that I repeated to' her how much I was 
llipengthened by &e uncommon fiurtiUide graciously 
Yonchsafed to ber ; and that I now reminded her 
of that to which, we. had so often encouraged 
eajob others-perfect resignation. When she 
bad ulready suffered greatly^ I said to her with 
much emotion. }^ The Most Merciful is with thee.'* 
I saw bow she felt it Perhaps she now first 
guessed that I thought she would die. I saw this 
in her countenance. I afterwards often .told her 
(as often as I could go into the room^ and support 
the sight of her sufferings) how visibly the grace 
of Gon was with her. How could I refi'ain from 
speaking of the great comfort of myjsoul I 

I came in just as i^e had been bled. . A light 
having been brought near on that account, I saw 
her &ce clearly for the first time after many hours. 
Ah, my Cramer, the hue of death was on it ! But 
that God who was so mightily with her, supported 
me too at the sight. She was better after the 
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bleeding, but soon worse again. I was allowed 
but very little time to take leave of her. I bad 
some hopes that I might return to pray with her. 
I shall never cease to thank God for the grace He 
gave me at this parting. I said, << I will fulfil my 
promise, my Meta, and tell you that your li^ 

from extreme weakness, is in danger/' ^You 

must not expect me to relate eveiy thmg to you. 
I cannot recollect the whole. She heard perfectly, 
and spoke without the smallest difficulty. I pro- 
nounced over her the name of the Father, the Son, 
and the Holy Ghost. << Now the will of Him who 
inexpressibly supports thee, — his will be done I** 
< Let Him do according to his will,* said she; ^He 
will do wM* She said this in a most expressive 
tone of joy and confidence. ^.^ You have endured 
like an angel. God has been with you. He 
will be with you. His mighty name be praised 1 
The Most Mercifiil will support you ! Were 
I so wretched as not to be a Christian, I should 
now become one.'' Something of this sort, and 
yet more, I said to her, in a strong emotion of 
transport. Eliza says we were both full of joy. — 
<^ Be my guardian angel, if our God permit." 
* You have been mine^' s|ud she« <^ Be my guar- 
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dian angeV repeated I, " if our God permit/* . 
* Who would not be so ? said she. I would 
have . hastened away. Eliza said, ^^ Give her 
your band once more." I did so, and know not. 
whether I said any thing. I hastened awayy-rthen 
went iiitO'my own room, and prayed. . God. gave 
me much strength in prayer; I asked for perfect 
resignation ;'-but how was it, my Cramer,- that I 
did not pray for her, which would have been so 
natural ? Probably because she was already heard 
above all that I could ask or think. 

When I was gone out, ,she again asked Eliza 
whether it was likely she might die, and whether 
her death was so near I Once she told her that 
she felt nothing. Afterwards she felt some pain. 
She said to Eliza that God had much to forgive 
in her, but she trusted in her Redeemier. On 
another occasion Eliza said to her that God would 
help her ; she answered, " into heaven.'* As her 
head sunk oh the pillow; she said, with much ani- 
mation, " It is over !** She then looked tenderly on' 
Eliza, and with yet unfixed eyes listened while 
she thus prayed. ** The blood of j£sus Christ 
cleanse thee from all sin." O sweet words of 
eternal life ! After some expressions of pain in 



[ 176 ] 

her connteDance, it becmne again perfecdy serene^ 
and thus she died ! 

I will not complain, my Cramer I I will be 
thankful that in so severe a trial God has w> 
strei^thened me. 

At parting she said to me very sweetly, ^^ Thou 
wilt follow me V* May my end be like thine I O 
might I now, for one moment, weep on her bosom I 
For I cannot refrain from tears, nor does God 
require it of me. 

GlESBCKE^ TO KlOPSTOCK. 

Qjiedlinburgf Dec. 6. 
Though I have already frequently taken up 
the pen, and laid it down again, yet I once more 

resume it, to assure you, that my H and I 

weep with you, and pray for you. Who amongst 
all your friends is better qualified to pity you than 
I am ? Who has known ber longer, who was better 
acquainted with her? What a friend have I 
myself lost in her ! 

* One of Klopstock's academical friends, and much 
bdoved by him. 
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I know but too well what you mast suffer. I 
feel in all its dreadful force this sudden separation 
from yoilr departed saint, after having been blest 
for so short a time with her society; and the 
annihilation of the best, the noblest, and the 
moA rational hopes of happiness on earth. And 
although I know that this separation will not be 
for ever, and that your hopes are not all anni* 
hilated, yet I tremble for the conflict which you 
must at present endure* Yours is a heavy trial; 
butg^my dear friend, God, who lays it upon you^ 

will not leave you without support. A has 

given me great pleasure by the assurance that God 
has already begun to glorify Himself in you ; for 
you have said, << She is not far from me." Indeed^ 
to a Christian, the distance is not great between 
earth and heaven. May God confirm in you the 
consolation arising from this important truth 1 
And now, my dear Klopstock, exert all your 
strength, and consider that you owe an example 
to your friends, and to your readers. Lamenlthe 
loss of your Meta, with all the tenderness which 
she deserves : we lament it with you ; but we in- 
treat you not to yield too much to your affliction^ 
fdasonable as it is^ Consider your important vo<w 

N 
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Ration. Consider your friends, your mother, your 
mters. Your dear mother will write herself; you 
»ay easily imagine what she suffers ; but it will be 
«. great relief to her inind, to know that you are 
not entirely depressed by your affliction. 

Elizabeth Schmidt to Giesecke. 

Hamburgf Dec. 6. 
How much pleasure would your letter and your 
iBweet Ode* have given me, had I received them aC 
another time. But now, I have scarcely been 
able to read the Ode; — it affects me too much. 
What I feel, you may easily imagine. ' What hav6 
I not lost ! But I will not — I must not complain. 
Klopstock forbids me. I have now first learnt 
,^e full power of religion. But I will to-day 
write nothing but a circumstantial account of our 

beloved friend's last hours. She endured her 

sufferings with fortitude and resignation seldom 

• * 

equalled. Klopstock, who had determined not to 
leave her, could not support it. He went out, and 
eame in again, all night long. About ten in thc^ 

* this gentleman was a much admired lyric poet. 



gioirnhigy'^roiQt extreme fiitigne ho doubtf she ha^ 
iK>me faiqtiiigs ; but tbey lasted only a short tim^^ 
lind then she came to herself again. She wasi 
d^wayff patknt» She smiled on Klopstock, kissed- 
his h^ndy and spdce quite cheeriidly . 

Now the trying scene began. Klopstock went 
ill, and informed his wife that her life was ini 
danger. She answered with perfect composure^. 
^< What our God wills is right P' They took leayet 
of each other ; but that I will not describe^ Klop- 
stodc shall do it himsdf after a while. When he 
was gone, I went to the bed, and said, " I will stay 
with you.'' < God bless you for it, my Eliza I' said 
ske^ and she looked at me with the calm serene 
smile of an Angel. She then said to me, ^ Is my 
death then so near ?' << I cannot pronounce that," 
I answered, ^ Yesr— my husband has told me aU 
that may happen. I know all*' *^ I know tqc[ 
tiiat you are prepared for all. You will die tran- 
quil and ^appy." ' Oh, God must thea forgave 
me much ; but I think of my Redeemer, in whom 
I trust' 

At one time she said, ^ I do not feel much, 
Eliza ; very little.' " O thdt is well 1 God will 
soon help you." • Yes, to Heaven^ said she.—* 

N 2 



[ 180 ] 

Kow shd was stilly but appeared to feel paiii. Soon 
after she laid her head back, and said, * It is 
over !' and at the same moment her hce became so 
composed, that the change was observable to every 
one. A moment before it expressed nothing "but 
pain, now nothing bat peace. I began to pray, 
in short exclamations, such as she had taught 
me, and thus, after a few minutes, she died ; — so 
soft, so still, so calm ! 

On Monday she was buried, with her son in 
her arms, in the same grave where three of my 
children now rest ; for you do not yet know that, ^ 
week before, I lost my youngest little girl. Think 
what I, weak as I am, have lived through; but 
thank God with me, who so supematurally 
strengthened me, that I was able, with courage 
and firmness not my own, to stand by our Meta 
in her last moments. 

God preserve you and those you love I Gox> 
preserve Klopstock, to whom He now gives such 
uncommon grace and support. I can write no 
more. , I wish you may be able to read this.« 
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Stockhausev^ to Klopstock. 

Lunehurghy Dec. 9. 
Comfort — ab, who can comfort you ? From 
the hand which has smitten you, can you alone 
expect it ; and to a man, who, like you, has been 
ficcustomed to make the noblest feelings of re- 
ligion his, employment, I think this is already a 
soqrce of consolation. May God give it to you in 
the fullest measure ; and pour the balm of heavenly 
peace into your wounded heart ! Offer up all to 
Him, and you will receive all from Him. After 
this separation, though a short one, from her you 
love,i (whom God will restore to you, and restore 
in glory,) your path must indeed appear more 
lonely,, more rough and tedious ; but what is it, 
compared with that eternity, that blissful eternity 
to which it leads ? When the short dream of life 
is over, when the dismal phantoms vanish at the 
brightness of the everlasting day, 

^ Then shall no fate again divide the souls 

*' Which, Nature, thou didst for each other form.*' f 

* Rector of a public school, 
t From one of Klopstock's Ode^ 
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H. Rahu to E. Schxiiit. 

Lubeekj Dee. 9. 

You mast alloir me, mj dear Eliza, to make 
smne remarla on yoor letter. That for some 
boors erety dajjoa talk with Klopstock of no* 
tiling but Meta, and try to reooDect all her last 
winrdsy looks, and actions, and in so doing aie not 
mdandKJy, onl j tranqnilljr and sweetlj sad, fdieae 
areroorovnwonls); this, I fear, is food for his af' 
fiction ; and food, vhicfa, though sweet, win rather 
keep op than allajr the emotions whidi dqirirehim 
of neoeasarjr rest That Cron can wondeffiiDjr 
strengthen and s up p ort him, — ^Ah, my Qiza, how 
canldoobtit? But, mj dearest friend, is it the 
less our dn^ to use every pocdble human precau- 
tion to cut off d sustenance to his secretgrief and 
IMun? lamsure jou win pardon me for rentoring 
to name to you thii^ which you know better 
than I do ; because it is ofien, and particularly 
in sndi drcnmstanoes, not quite useless to be 
reminded of what we weO know. 

One thing more I must say ; that I envy yon 
for haTingbeen prcMDt at die deaiA of our blessed 
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sister. ' What may not be learnt fi^om every death* 
bed| and what must not you have learnt from sa^b 
a deadi I 609 give a blessmg to it in your soul^ 
in time, and in eternity. 



Cramer to Klopstock. 

Copenhagen^ Dec. 12. 
I THANK you for the letter which I received 
from you b^ the last post. * How much were we 
affected by the interesting account which it gave 
of the sufferings of our sainted friend, of her 
fortitude, of the comfort which you afforded her, 
and of your own noble sensibility ! Our tefur^ 
again flowed. But in the midst of the melancholy 
interest which we take in your loss, (might we not 
rather, in a religious sense, call it gain ?) we feel 
much sfitisfaction in the proper And Christian-lik^ 
Itate of your mind. Thus is our God, the All? 
Merciful, ever at our right hand during the most 
Awfiil trials. May he stiU continue with you I 
And we sincerely wish that He may strengthen 
and console you ever more and more ! In th^ 
neon time endeavour, firsjt through gratitude iff 



HiiB, and neact dirot^ Inenchhip fcr ii% to take 
d poioble care (rf* joor bealth, which is so pre* 
doos to OS. I most intrest yoa most eamestlyy 

if it be in yoor power, to feCnm with L . I 

repeat my wish. May God strengthen yon, com- 
fort yon, and giTe yoo peace through the power of 
religion, erer more and more ! I am, with th^ 
warmest friendship, entirely yoors, 



£. ScHMinr to Klopstock's Mothki. 

Hawdmrgi Dee. 12. 

God will and most comfort as alL Hewil! 
comfort and sof^rt os with his graces that we 
inay be able to bear the heavy cross which He 
has laid mi us, according to his wilL 

Yoor chief anxiety mnst now be for yomr dear 
son ; and I wish yon coold yonrsdf see him. What 
a miracle does God exhibit in him ! He presents 
an example tons all how powerfalfy God supports 
those who are his, even under the most trying cir» 
cumstances* You will readily bdieve that we do 
our utmost to cheer and amuse our dear brother— ? 
but you could better imagine it, if you knew }iow 
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much we all love your son. How I, in particular, 
respect and love him, I cannot ^ipress to you. I 
love my blessed sister most tenderly, that is known 
to all who were acquainted with us ; but I now feel 
4iat I do not love our Klopstock less than I loved 
hen You may hence conclude, that from my heart 
I shall do «very thing that can in any degree 
contribute to sooth his grief. He will probably 
write to you himself, and tell you, that on account 
ipf his health, he does not intend to travel this 
printer, but will wait till springv 

The night before her death I was. alone with 
lier« She suffered much, but with great com- 
posure. She talked a good deal to me. O happy 
bours which Gon gave me with her, even then, 
though deeply tinged with sorrow] Amongst 
Other things she said, ^< O £liza, how should I now 
feel, if I bad not employed the whole nine monthfi 
in preparing for my death ! Now my pains will 
|iot suffer me to pray so continually, to think so 
worthily of God, as I am at other time9 acciis* 
4ppc^i ^d would now mps^; wish to do^'* 
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GiEdE6K£ TO Schmidt. 

Quedliriburgy Dec. 18. 
' TotJR letter has anticipated mine. On Wed* 
iiesday it was not possible for me to write more, 
after my letter to Klopstock. How much yoa 
feaust have sufiered, my dear Eliza I Out of Haoii^ 
burg there is no one who can be so sensible of 
that as I -am, because I best know how much yon 
loved our departed saint. The loss of her must 
^t any time have been a severe inisfortuhe ix} you; 
but to lose her at such a time, and in such a man^ 
Ber t'But Kloj^stOck forbids you to murmur,— hit 
who has lost much more, and who can judge of 
your feelings by his owuk How dear is he to me 1 
Hbw much do I grieve for him as my own friend 
Imd^ours, so nearly allied to you, — worthy to have 
jpoisessed his beloved,— worthy to lament her loss 
~and (yet may it be late /) worthy to recdve hsk 
again in a better world. 

I thank y6u fci^ the cii'ciimstantial account 
which you have given me of our Meta's death, 
though you have not answered all the questions 
which I would wish to ask. I thank my dear 
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Klopslock for requesting you to give me thii 
iKXSount. Deeply do my H— - and I feel and |)arti« 
dpate in your loss ! 0|i that which we odrselvet 

have sustained I will Be silent. 

We sympathise with you in the death of your 
youngest daughter. Hiree of your children haTe 
now passed into eternity ; and we shall all follow 
those who are already departed. May God sup- 
port ui^ with his consolation as often as we shd 
undergo a separation from those whom we love* 
"lliough we are to submit to every csdamity or- 
duned by Him, He does iiot forbid a settled, soft 
melancholy: such is, I know, the melancholy of 
Klopstock; such is yours ; such ought mine to bi 
also. But even the softest melancholy may becomie 
prejudicial to us. Let not this be the case with 
you and Klopstock. Encourage him, wh^ yoa 
shall find a favourable opportunity, to take li 
journey to Quedlinburg ; it will a^ord great con^ 
solation to his mother, who is most anxiously 
concerned for him, and greatly afflicted on her own 
account at the loss of such a beloved daughter- 
in-law, who, as she is continually repeating, was 
entirely formed for her son. We will mourn with 
him ; and when 'he sbaU be able^ he shall give mfe 

8 
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ttUKComitcrf'hift psftii^ with fak bdored. Gon 
tries Um bjr terere afflkdoD ; but He will find bun 
fcitKft«1- And oMisidery id j dear Eliza, how you 
hmre yoondf been sopported. I did not imagine 
jon coold have sanriTed this eren^ though I am 
sensiUe that God gives ns the stiength which is 
reqnmte finr ns. 

Tour intelligence is too distressing to admit of 
mj dwelling any longer on the aJbjett at preMnt. 
It is evident that Klopstock has folly resigned 
himsdf to the will of that Gon, who gave to him 
his MeCa, without donbt that he might enjoy her 
todeiy (or a longer time than the short period of 
four transitory years. 

M^ God comfint yoo, yoor poor Mother, your 
sister Dimpfid, and all who participate in yoor 

sorrows. F and G assure Klopstock (^ 

their sincere sympathy. Ibw many excellent 
people mourn his loss i 

Mrs. Ri£D£96e&to Klopstock^s Mother. 

Leipsie^ Dec. 15. 
You can scarcely imagine how much 1 was 
affected by the death of your amiable and virtuous 



% 
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Slighter, How great is the loss, of a husband hk 
such a wife, and how great that of a whole fiimily 
in fiuch a lister and friend ! I sympathise with 
you most cordially. But who, without guilty wn 
murmur against the decrees of an All^wise Fro^ 
vidence ? God has removed this excellent wondan 
from the world, in order to render her more perfect. 
Her painful death has been but her passage into 
that ietemal iftate^ in which she is now fitr happier 
than we are. Yet we may hope to becomejBharem 
in her felicity^ and to nieet her again, never to be 
parted more. How much satisfaction does it a£; 
ford me that I have enjoyed an acquaintance with 
this heroic woman ? But it was not permitted to^ 
continue in this world ; that happiness is reserved^ 
for another ! 

FUNKE TO KlOPSTOCK. 

Copenhagen f JDec^ IS. 
How kind is my dearest Klopstock in allowing^ 
me the melancholy satisfaction of talking to him 
of his loss ! How high a Value does it give your, 
friend in his own eyes, to hear that by his letter he 
has darted ^ beam of cheerfalaess into the soul 
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of Klopslbck ! You wish, my dear friend, tbat t* 
may soon write again. How can . I, for a single 
day, delay to fulfil so flattering a request ? Wbalf 
is a letter compared with what I would do for 
you, if I had the power ? 

' I pmise God with you, deai'est friend, for the 
peace He has vouchsafed to your souL Yet I shalt 
not be quite free from anxiety on your account^ 
till I am assured that your body admits the refresh^ 
ment of sleep, which it now despises. What shall 
I say to you ? I can write only on one subject 
to have any claim on your attention, and that is 
too tender. How shall I so gently touch your 
WoundM soul, as not to give it pain ? — I will try- 
I will take the hint from your own letters. You 
desire Cramer to tell you his thoughts on the views 
of God in such an extraordinary trial ; and though 
it never came into my head to suppose I could say 
any thing that you did not far more perfectly 
know and feel, yet I think that meditations of this 
sort must now be so natural and pleasing to your 
heart, that I know not how to choose better. Here 
then are some of my thoughts. 

She was ripe for her birth into the life of an 
Angei Long already had she sought her whole 



imj^uneflB in love, and knowledge, the fpanudna 
whence Angels draw their bliss. The favour of 
her Heavenly Father, who so soon a<k:ounted her 
worthy of immortality, without first proving hej: 
by many years of sufiering, ha^ been visibly great 
towards her. He doubtless saw she was an obe- 
dient docile child, that would be willingly led 
by kindness and love; for how happy was she 
during the latter years of her Kfe, and almost to 
the hour of her translation ! Her best, her dearest, 
-only firiend, her guardian angel on earth, (as her 
heart, overflowing with the tenderest love, called 
him even in her last moments,) was all she wished 
for here. He felt it, and made her happy, and the 
remembrance of her will be his grea^t earthly 
hf^piness, as long as he remains behind. In the 
midst of those blissful days, she passed into the 
infinitely superior glory of her Fatheir and Ke- 
•deemer, and her departure is inourned by ,many 
•excellent friends who loved her, and who now 
inipport themselves with the hope of seeing heir 
again. In the hour of dissolution only did she 
feel the lot of mortality, but praised be the Ood 
of mercy I tio longer than while the sun a few 
times ran his daily course ; and those short suffer- 
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itigs, in which by her steadfast patience she ab 
iRrillingly and nobly gave the last proof of obedience 
to her Heavenly Father, must have rendered her 
entrance into the land of bliss the more enchantingi 

" For ^h^n the short repose of death is past, 
"Then transport follows; — ^bliss-^dternal bliss*/' 

In like maniler the short separation from her 

friend will make his re- union with her so much 

the more delightful. He suffers indeed,*«»the sad 

survivor^— biit is he not rewarded by the consoling 

though tf that in some measure he suffers in her 

stead ? Would she have had strength to bear her 

Idt, had it been that of her deserted friend ? To 

sink under the stroke of such a fate, had been in 

her, who possessed every perfection of the female 

heart, almost a virtue. — But he is a man. 

Permit me now, my beloved friend, to make 
some reflections of another sort. Should you 
consider some of them as the dreams of an unre*' 
strained imagination, I can only answer that I write 
them with the wish that they may, not unpleasantly^ 
employ you for a few minutes. 

"We are both agreed, my dear Klopstock, in 
thinking that the present life is a Gymnasium 

• Klopstock. . 
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wh^e by vaHoos exercises and conflicts we are 
pnepared for higher callings, for greater perfection ; 
OTf more suitably to my present ideas, I may oom- 
f^e it to the fiirst iacenes of a drama, which only 
.propose what is afterwards to be unravelled.^ But 
toiji^er.tb^ sequel. int^Uigihle, I nlust fifst give 
you a slight idea of some singular hypotheseif» 
which indeed I consider only in that light, but 
which have given rise and form to my present 
thoughts. . . 

.1 am incliaed from various causes to believe that 
in. a future state the union of souls will still subsist 
and will then be of a ftr more intimate and perfect 
kind.. It must indeed be supposed that y^ry few 
connexions will continue as they were here formed ; 
ibr bow seldom do souls formed for each other meet ! 

'' Now in fsLY distant climes their lot is cast, 

•■ ■• >: ■■ . ' ' • ■ • 

*' And now long ages roll their course between/** 
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^ -Recording to these ideas, those marriages must 
bejconddered as the haj^iest, in which each party, 

in; bis proper sphere, has an equal capacity for 

■ » 

perfection, and which h^ve laid in this life the 
^undation of their eternal friendship. How great 

... . * Kiopstock's Ode to Bodmer. 

o 
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an ioftiMftM both Aese eanset nmsi Imv? on diek 
e»rtbfy boppineae^ I lea^e to youndf to j«dg^i; ftir 
74M1 best €tn» In this pqi^t of vlrxi, you, vrf ex* 
extent frkni^ miifit beoiw^f the balneal ofniMt 
fev was sbe not, a» Cramev jnstly said, ^ Klopst>a<i% 
in feninine beautj^ ?*' And of tMs I am cartakH 
ibat ye^t conn^ien is ane of tbosa fyw whose 
duration will ba el»rBal; F^mp tbia causa yon 
were to meet o»'eartb) ani possesaeach otber as 
long as was needful to lay the deepest foandation 
fer tbe^tendarest and stroii^^»-Ar an everlasting 
IHeB^^. How perfectly bai^a yo« fblfillcd 
tlias ditstiny !^ B^ that otber view* Might also be 
fulfilled^ she waa to be translated' to the world, of 
spirfta beftre ha^ fiiend Tb^:^ was to be anothev 
sou), sprung from thaih on whom the love of bo(fc 
might center, to augpent their happiness.. That 
this also, might have Us proper perfections, the 
first embryo alone of its existence was unfolded, 
and so soon as the tenikr bud was focned ilk the 
maternal bosom, it was^lrimsphinffed to a ba^il^ 
climate and tended by its glorlBecl mother and tb^ 
angels. Without the aptitudie^ to err and ria, tifb 
infant angel, who perhaps is a& iieaage of rt^unildP 
virtues of those fteoawkmi batsptiUigi enters into 
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tlie sodbtj and imtni^oM of Ike perfect* I^iw 
frbili the mortsdl eoreritf g^ be leai^ to §tuM iki 
QiAhetA yntii Ingfaer powers^ and the liilit^mf 
^1^ puMr and finer organs. Tbe tender ftibtll^ 
perhaps will one day meet yon ^h ibis dat\h6tg of 
iW be*rt. l%i« I confidently hc^ io heitt fi^ni 
yon in fittnre, if I bcf not myiidf a qieetatdlr of'tbe^ 
ItaaTenly scene* ' 

AS these dreattis are, I thinks at least i^tieeabfe 
to ffitalogy. AU the happine^ which creatiit^ 
<toKte from esuih (Aer^ arises fitmi thehr diffctendef 
ill some n^Bpecti^ and their great simflarity, of 
symfx^tby, in otbetn. If snch fictions plea^ ni^ 
wittiHit kppetthig trfae, they at least gire M tin- 
pfoSsetb ott thong^.-^And is happinetRsbf lAn^^ely^ 
hmnaneveationsodeBghtfbl? How gloriou^, theh^ 
is that which He, whos^ thoughtsr and Wayi^ at^ 
iirfttthdy tbcfve ours^ has prepared for then^ thrt 
iDve Him ! Miss, which, acceding to i&ii dWil 
gHidJous ttprt^istion, hay nere^ entered hMo th^ 
lieart of man. 

1 will not venttine, dearest friend, to lipeaS: of 
those designs of j^rovidettce which reg£b^ yourself 
Ame ; though they may perhaps be the most iiit- 
iWrtantofaH. Yba will think of theJH mildit moW 

o 2 
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nobly, you' will feel them far more strongly, and: 
the spirif of God himself will teach them to you. 
I will only try to consider, for a few minutes,, the^ 
secondary objects; the effects to be produced 
through your means and others. - , 

Since I am convinced that the whole spiritual- 
world isconnected by certain principles, as universal 
as attraction in the material world, I must be of 
opinion that far less important eventSi that almost 
every wordy perhaps even every thought, has its 
consequences in the world of spirits; and not for 
a time only, but in some> sense for eternity* At 
present indeed we can only speak of what is^i^ble. 
. Since I consider your Messiah less as a master* 
piece of human genius, than as a work for the 
glory of. religion and the propagation of piety and. 
virtue in more than one age, and more* than one 
nation; since I am convinced how great a deed, 
be do09, who makes, one pious thought aliv^ and 
active in a human soul ; since I know how a. single 
passage in a beautiful book, or in a religious con-*, 
vers)Eition, has often bad an influence on ;ine for 
many days together, (and I shall, to all eternity, 
thank tho^e to whom I am indebted for the 
smallest benefit of this sort;) I do not think it aa 
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%iiiimpmtantmbfadary object of tins your trials if 
it but give you some new ideas ; if it awaken in 
your mind some, great and strong emotions, before 
unknown to you ; if it throw yon into, that istate 
'of; hafjpy inspiration, when' your .'ttidughlis burn 
^tUn you, and giye an Jmpuke tajrour espce^ 
wm% which,. piioQeeding from a soul in .anuia- 
common situation, will be the more likely to 
n9a]i;e their way to the; hearts of those who are in 
sunilar circums^nces ; — nay, should Jt only have 
more distant efl^ts than these ;on the pieri^tipn 
laapd^extenfive utility of your works ;' . and: siiqH 
^e^ts it fliei5^ have.. 

: \ j^mong: these secondary vj^ws^ I. reckon : ialso 
.the e0ect( which Jhe accpunt; qf, the depard^e .<^ 
.y^mlriiiow iifim^rtal Liove will produce Qli'im. the 
^Briendsi . of that an^el ; and how many virtuous 
jjEmnds ' she ha4 I : The bi^t should $Qmejtpues be 
reninded^ that they are fallen^;, t^iat deelth is a 
punishment; as they shqidd also be led to. fed the 
'infinite ;valne of l^e redemption by Jesus <Chrxst, 
whieh extralcts from- this. pui^hment ita^ bitteiness 
ondrehdws it a blessing; The thought of death, 
as ft arises mi such an occasion, is astcmishingly 
bmefidaL^ I The best havse their hours of in^elenee 



C 108 3 

but time ttoys not kis course. This life^ tlie «eed^ 
time^ which ends with the moflaent of deuth^ be^ 
comes, byfln<^ fiwakeniog, more important) we 
ftel more forcibly the exhoFtation> ^^ let us not be 
iweary in wdUdoiug, for in dqe time we shaU reap/^ 
life seems siiorter ; death nearer* In a woid, aH 
useful knowledge, wbidi often ii bt|t theory in o«r 
Mindsy at such a time becomes practice^ 

You, my dearest friend, have th« merit, that att 
such views are fulfilled in some measure at your 
expense. I call it a merit, (or I know that yoil 
^l reap the most glorious fituit from it. I agafn 
repeat that I do not venture to touch on the ends 
^hick regard yourself alone, for on tbet subject 
you best can thitik^ and feel, and speak ; and yet 
yoto will here understand only a smati part of them. 
Bi^nd the grave the fliU ligM sbidl first beam 
«u youw I know that, in the mean time you witt 
sukre the dispensatloDs of Odp. ^^ Tkou; wilt 
thank Him with thy smf^^ 

fiu&r me to hint ^ sme thing mon^^ whioh to 
Ml IningB much soHsiMrt. Witt not Jser death be 
,<iM day iNs grievous t^ you? What is theve 
liqnuiaiiig on itortbt Ihul in so high • ^degree p«ih 
aesses youir boari? Does Uariito M antr iantaneiit 
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WffpM^ glMtOT) than when Ae rtfoM bevntf >abov^ 
the mMt dreidfiii intelligeDot abe could kwe m^ 

hMe m% dqiend «ii o» oAe but Hoii^/* ^ 

We arc called to high purpose!, Maflkaafrkndh 
tUfni am of Kttie vidii«) if th^ »enre not t<l kMdle 
Is ui A dome for noroortaiity ; jBd wiifabut doulift 
they «i« gmM M fblr that end, for ^k^n doct lii^ 
Mid tt«re ardently long after i^ llutt m th» boMNJI 
lef « firiood whom we wiah to poasesa for ever? 
Oeimiiily no hottra of my Kfe imvt fled more 
happily thati tho^e that I feftnetly spekit in aadh 
feelings, with two friendsi of whom one is now an 
an^^ My whole soul glowa with rapture^ when 
I ft^etaH Ae memfxy of tfame faduts. Slit I hMe 
be^ deprived tif them sfarce t left lStttQttiy;<^ 
1?riendship must be ripened to a perfect sincerity 
and heartfelt confiMlencey before it can burst into 
aiaok bloaaons ; before it aem^ by ito own nalivia 

IteMy ptlt ftlth VM THi ffiKMft duictotttt fi^ttitb ill 
audi mdmbnts we forget ourself and our firtehd, Nve 
,8€|e only h^her objects. We By h^nd in hand to 
^tbeaveny and witb vndajuled eyea behold the aiia. 
We ushe iMtfer ]Mppi«r m friendidiipi ilicni^ ttt the 
;time m do ^ot seem to feel it I h6pei sboh to 
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bave ebjoyed such . scenes again^ when half a year 
ago yoo-quitted iis» and I unknowingly took my last 
leave of the Angel who now beholds and esgoyt 
what we still hope for. Cron who sees into infinity 
has thus decreed I 

Will you not, my best loyed friend, soon ooine 
to us? Be my guide in the journey which is yet 
before us both. May the Almighty bless the 
friend of my soul :— ^bless him for ever and ever ?* 

' * As It is presumed' tbat every person who Iws rHid fliis letter 
mmt wish to become more acquamted with the writer,' | ]f^l heae 
insert the account of his character, which is given' hy Proftssor 
Cramer, in.his work entitled, *' Klopstock, er und uber ihn.*'* 

*' The number of KlopstockV friends was augmented in the year 
1756, by two excellent men, who gained hb whole heart. • Oaiei ^f 
them was Fokkb, fl that time a very yomig man, wh^m Gdlcirt 
irecommended to ipy father as a tutor for me and my brothers. 'I 
can never think of him without feeling the tenderest love and gca- 
titude. I have to thank him for the greatest part of what I learned 
in my youth, and lam indebted to him for lAuch more than Imow^ 

■ Mgi^'i— for the early formation of my mind to integrity, indepai- 
dence^ ^i|Dd eqiianiuijty. He always educated me with luadnesi^ aad 
suggested tome every instruction, without forcing it upon ine; for 
his method was natural, simple, and easy. To him I would willingly 

' ereet a monumeAt, hvA it i^ not requisite ; he hMf '^retJtefl 066 to 
himself, before the iMi^lio, in several works, not'volmilino«a iiid€«d| 
Uut of 80 n^uo^th^rH^her intrinsic vahie ; and in tha little .cifcj^ of 
his social (nertioos, by the universal esteem with' which heVas 
regarded at Migdeburg, where he was the head of a school which hb 
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> KlOPSTOCK to GlESECBlE. 

■y. • Hamburgh Dec. 20. ' 

,- Eliza and I are sitting opposite to each other, 
and both writing to you. . She is copying my 

d3ij:eiice soon increased from the number of forty to more than an 
hundred. — Happy Magdeburg, to possess snchan instructor withm 
its. walls! His varioos talents and acquirements, added. to his 
benevolent, friendly, feeling heart, and quick discernment of cha^ 
racter, rendered him acceptable to every one. To a^ierfect know- 
ledge' of the ancient languages, and of classical literature, he united 
a taste for- the beautiful, the sublime, and the useful, of raodeni 
•times. £jicept Klopstoek - and Vqss, Germany has perhaps never 
produced an equally profound and excellent linguist He perfectly 
understood both French and English, though he did not speak them j 
and as he early dedicated himself to theology, that profession in- 
duced hSm to study Hebrew, Arabic, and other Oriental languages. 
Hea^omade himself acquainted with Danish, whilst he lived with 
my father. He compos^ some excellent hymns. ' He understood 
music, sung at Concerts in Copenhageii, played on the harpsichord, 
and was well versed in composition. It may easily be imagined 
how much his love of poetry, and knowledge of languages, recom« 
mended him to those great men who have contributed so much to the 
perfection o€ our own. — In our house^ he was'not merely a tutor^ 
but on various occasions an adviser and assistant to my father, and 
a sincere sharer in all his domestic joys, sorrows, and cares ; an in* 
dispefisable member of our femily; respected by every one, be- 
loved by all good men, and the confidentiid friend of Klopstoek, 
•Jtasedow, Schlege^, Rothe, and of all who distinguished themselTss 
•in that circle, by knowledge, by wit, by talents for writing, or by 
the social rirtues." 
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letter to CrMltr Ibr yotk How I Aank yon for 
your last 1 Jjlmcfa rtal comfort was contained in 
it. Also for yonr exoelfeot fragmetit of aprayer, 
wliicb gare me moch strength. I was gready 
afiected by the ideas of prayer and acceptance to 
mbich it gave rise. 

I was already at Altona when this letter afrlredt 
for I went^tbere tbe erentng after my Meta*s deatb» 
«fier having seen my dead son» bnt not ray wife : 
I dreaded too much tbe return of that image. 

I forgot to mention what follows^ in my letter 
to Cramer. Should I in future recollett any thing 
eUe^ I will write it to you. 

Twice or Ibrice mj Meta looked atme^ widiout 
tjpeaktfig a wordy and then to hearen^ fn snch a 
manner that ft is utterly impoissible fo^ me tb 
(describe it. — I understood her pei^ecttj/, I can- 
not teH you with what a xpiai;ture of sorrow, of 
«fNifidenoe in Go^ ami of certainty thai sha was 
tfjring, she locdced from me to beaten. Nerer^ 
never, — though often in sorrow and in joy have 1 
looked up with her to heaven,— u^yer did I see 
bar $0 i Tbe situation of a dying person iaao jiit- 
gwtor, it seenu to belong neitber tt> Hiis world tutfc 
the next. — I i^hould have much to repeat, if I coiild 
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with ADj ckgpree of Accuracy retnember what from 
time to time i whispered to her, though in a rery 
few words; knowing that she underwood my 
meaning* Mad not her sufferings so pierced my 
«oul> I should hate been more master of myself, I 
should have been able to act more on design, and 
have remembered more. — What I said to her from 
time to time was chiefly stronger feeling of com« 
fort which conquered the feelings of pain. 

Eliza has just now for the first time shewn me 
your letter. I coM almost quarrel wiUi her for 
not shewing it to me soonco*. Yotur letters^ iny 
Giesecke, have peculiar power to console me; 
there is something refreshing in them. You ipust 

^CTiwrftetome. 

Iffy Meta left a paper with Eliza, on whicb^ 
besides some other directions, she had written what 
she would have on her coffin* U consists of two 
passages fro^i the d^venth book of the Messiah. 
Tlw soul of tb^ penitent T^ief sfieaks : 



'* Was this then death ? 
^* O soa yet sudden change !— What shall I call thee ? 
" No more^-no more thy name be death.— And thou, 

2 
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* Cdmiption's dreaded powV« bow changM to joy f - ' 
*' Sleep then^ companion of my fint existence; 
'' Seed sown by God« to ripen for tbe harvest ?" 

The soul of the Thief continaes speakings while 
the etherial body forms around it : 

" O what new life I feel ! 
*' Being of beings, how I rise L Not one, . . 
" A thousand steps I rise ! And yet I feel^ 
" Advancing still in glory, I shall soar 
** Above these thousand steps. — Near and more near^ • 
" (Not in his works alone these beauteous worlds^) 
** I shaD behold th' Eternal, face to face !' 



i» 



I too wished to put something m the coffin^ 
and I chose the following lines from the aeoond 
stanxa of my ode: 

^ Though unseen by human eye, 
*• My Redeemer's hand is nigh. 
^ He has poured salvation's light 
•* Far within the vale of night/* 



.^ 
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Basedow to Klopstock. 

• • • - ... 

( , • ■ ■ ■ ' • , ■ . x^ . . 

Januarjf 18; 
^ I RECEIVED your letter .at Copenhagen ; other- 
wise I should have answered it socmer. Your 
other letter was sent to me by Cramer. The 
agreement between them affected me extremely. 
I should be more surprised at the state of your 
mind^ if I were lesssensible of the power of religion.' 
Praise be to Him, who has brought life and im- 
mortiilitjr to light, that we might jiot sorrow, as 
die heathen, which have no hoj^e. You will now 
rejoice that religion has been the principal otgect 
of your diligent study ; rince by that means it is 
become more lively and more active in your heart, ^ 
than it is in that of many a well-meaning Christian. 
Since 1 read your last letter, I have loved you 
more than you can perhaps imagine. God will 
not withdraw his comfort from you ; He will still 
preserve you in life, and health. We shall still 
pass many improvit|g hours together; at least this 
is my ardent wish. ' . 

8 
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GlESECKC TO KlOFSTOCK. 

Q^dlinburg, Jan. £8. 

I THANK you most sincerely for your letter, 
and for imparting to me that which you wrote to 
Cramer. Tbey have very much gratified and 
edifiad me ; and not only confirmed my hope that 
God will support yo% but convinced me^ that He 
can do, and actual^ does, mere tbaa we^ with all 
our confidence in His, presume to expect. You 
are rig^ ia exhorting youir fri^idfr to praise tUxn. 
with you. I am persuaded that He will still 
fiirther strengibeu you. 

Keep your promise of commu&icatin^ to* me 
whatever yov may recollect of the last d^s aad 
bouva o£ your blessed Meta* AccounCa of tbi^ 
sort are important to every Chrisdaa ; and how 
much moce when, they are, at the same time^ ae« 
counts of ous friends 1 see that Gq0 can turn all 
dungs* to good for them that are his ; and I must 
nscribe k to this, eaus^ if my letters have given 
]|oa any satisfaelion^- — I know nci what I wrote. 

How shaQ I rejoice in the springy, if it bring yoii 
t^ Ufi I Then wiU I we^ with^you ; and weeping, 
praise our God« I have yet much^ to adi youy afMk 
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much to say of the blessed princess. There too 
we have experience that Christians have peculiar 
comfort. Your angel is nam with her. I feel 
assured that they know each other. Had your 
Meta gone before her into eternity, 'she would 
luuw Myoioed at the thought oi seeing bar there^ 
as ahe did in her kat houffl^ in tbebope of meeting^ 
others of ny gkirified frie&d% of wbom w€i bad 
often i^oken.---**- 

ft 

Dr. Youno^ to Klopstoob. 

Welly fh Feb. *. 

1 cannot lay down my pen, without 

telling you bow much my heart aympal^ses with 
yours in your very, very severe loss. I am but too 
well qualified to do so, because it is not long since 
a similar affliction befel me. I say not long^ 
altbew^h. many years have nnee dbapaed. Bui: tfie 
wound was^ so didcfii, that it i^peara to me stilL 
recent, and iit <^en bleeds, as if I had biit.yesterdajf 
received ilL May the A&mightv God support 
you, in bis great mercy^ with man;^ many other 
blessings. 

FatU caturarza fata repatdcrts^ 



.liA. 
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Extract of a Letter from Dr. Young 

TO Klopstock*. 



April 12, 1761. 

I THANK you for the melancholy, yet pleasing 
sight of your dear wife's monument. I read in it 
the Christian character of her husband. Its last 
word was the common salutation of the primitive 
Christians, when they met each other, — Resurrexit. 
Should not our hearts bum within us at the blessed 
sound ? That word carries in it all our hope and, 
joy. We shall soon bury all our other hope and 
joy, never to rise again. And shall beings that 
have no end, prize any thing that has ? Christ is 
indeed the truths and the world a lie. Infidels 
believe it, and are undone. 

I love your faith and virtue^ I admire yottr 
genius, I deplore your loss, I pity your distress, I 

* This letter was written^aflter the publication of Mr. 
Klopstock's bobk^ but the editor believes that the inser- 
tion of it will require no apology. 



pray for your prosperity, and shall be ever proud 
of your commands ; being, most cordially, 

My dear Sir, 
Your most obedient and most humble servant, 

E. YOUNG. 



iiiiiip*i«MHMiMiMiM 



Mr. Kkpstoekf in continuation. 



Thus fiir the letters of my friends. 



I* m 



I She k not yet buried in the phiee whei^ I hc^ 
(o rest beside her. I intend to have oUr grave 
made in some village church-yard by the ]E^be. I 
will choose a beautiftil country, for the ftake of 
diose who may visit it. With the same vlew» and 
not from the vanity of adorning a very simple 
tomb, I have requested her two sisters eaiih to plant 
a tree by the side of fa^ graven and her detest 
fiiend to sow flowers iipM It. 
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On the graye-stone shall be two wheat-sheaves 
negligently laid one on the other. Under them, 

*' Seed sown by God, to ripen for the harvest.'* 
(In the middle of the grave*stone these words :) 

MAEaARETTA KLOPSTOC?:. 

There, where death is not, awaits 

Her friend, her beloved, her husband. 

Whom fihe so loves, by* whom sAie is so beloved ! 

But from heaoe, from this grave. 

Thou, my Klopstock^ and I, a^ our sop, 

Fr6m hence will we rise together. 

Worship Him who also died, was buried^ and arose ! 

She was born March 16, 1738 : 
Married June 10, 1754 : and died Nov. 2B, 175a 
Her son sleeps In her arms* 

JEb^ifcerg, April 10, 1759. 



p 
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Letters written hy Klopstock to his 

departed Meta. 



I HATE hitherto restrained my wish of writing 
something which might perhaps be made known 
to thee before my death ; because I feared that 
my feelings would take too strong hold on me. 
But now that I have just read over my last letters 
to thee, I can no longer withstand that wish. — 
Where shall I begin, my novD quite heavenly Mend? 
Can it be^ that some small part of thy present 
unspeakable happiness consists in thinking of me? 
Ah ! wretched I was left behind.-p-I am a sinner, ^ 
and still on this side of the grave. Yet did the 
Being of beings permit me to foresee my &te. Of 
this I am cx>nvinced, that it makes a part of thy 
present happiness to remember, what never can be 
forgotten by me^ the grace that I received at the 
dme when I was forced to take leave of thee. Thou 
must have seen in my face the joy which Oop 
gave me. Dost thou know how I felt, my Meta? 
Yes, I will still caU thee by that sweet name. My 
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toul was highly exalted. I no more saw death in 
thy face; I fdt not the clammy coldness of thy 
liand. — I cannot folly describe my situation ; but 
' -this I know, that to a martyr over whom I had 
seen heaven open, I should have cried with no 
other feelings, <^ Thanksgiving, and worship, and 
praise, be to the All-wise and the AU-merdful !'' 
May this be. still my ruling thought, and be that 
which thou shalt first hear of me ; if, indeed, thou 
canst hear of me before my death. The angels 
coBcerh themselves with many' things relating to 
us mortals, and perhaps with more than we believe. 
Or perhaps the first of our friends who goes to 
heaven; will tell thee what I now write. In this 
hope I will repeat, << Thanksgiving, and worship, 
and praise, be to the AU-wise and the All-merciful 1" 
Yes, with this heavenly salutation shall our blessed 
friend accost thee, in niy name, O thoU' perfected^, 
and highly beloved I 

« 

LETTER II. 

I WAS forced to break off; but I wiU now tell 
thee something, I cannot repeat it all, of what 
befel me after I left thee.; I had before prayed 
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iritb nmch uneasiness and ai^ish : 1 ooidd bov 
piny with quite different feelings. I intreated 
Ipeifect snbmisuon ; my soul hang cm God ; I was 
refreshed^ I was comforted, and prepared for the 
stroke that was already so Hear^^-^aearer than I 
thou^t. I believed that thott woukbt yet live 
tome hours, (this was my onfy hop^} and tiiat^ 
noeordmg to thy wish, expressed not long before I 
left thee, I might once More be penasitted to pray 
vrith tjiee. But how often are our thoti^hts not 
as God's thoughts ! Hiou wert departed f Tiwy 
told me so, but in such a manner Aat for a mn^ 
ment I bdieved thee delivered of our chitd, and 
heard in the next that tho« wast with Goi> I — Tbii 
stroke, whteh overcame the others, only shook fi»ew 
How was this, thott bdov^ erf* my sottl? My 
fffttyer was heard* I strove to be p^HiNTtly re- 
signed; and perhaps tiiou hadst tbM for the £r0l 
time prayed for me in the other wodd.-^I wept 
not, nor yet was I in that state of extreme emotion 
in which one cannot weep. I aaid soon after thy 
death, <^ She is not far from me.** And thou wast 
apt &r frotti me; we were both m the hand of the 
QmnipFesetit.-^Aftar some tim^ I wished to see 
that whkh» jusi beforej I had daHed n^ Mela. 
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Thqr prevented me^ and a flecond stiUness came 
into my soul* at I said to one of our friend^ 
^< Th^ I wiU fixrhear. She will rise ttgaih V* 

The decond nighl came the bkesing of thy death, 
(Ull then I had eonaidered k only as a trial,) tlie 
blesiing <^ 9111A a death in its full power came on 
me. I passed above an hour in silent rapture. 
Only once in my life did I ever feel any thing 
similar, when, in my youth, I thought myself 
dying. But tJbe moments of my expected depar- 
ture then were somewliat different. My fieul was 
raised with gratitude and joy, but that sweet #tiU- 
ness was not in it Thou knowest how alive iSDy 
feelings were^ and hpw words flowe4 to m^ li,!^ aa, 
torrent. Bat now the highest degree of peace 
with which I am acquainted was in my $4mJ. 
This state began with my recollectic^ that thy 
Accomplisher and my Advocate said, ** He whp 
loveth father or mother more thaii m^?, is Ji^t 
worthy of me." It is impossible to •detifirib9 BJl 
the blessings of tbis hour. I w;as never 1^9^ 
with such certainty convinced of my Ovation. X 
thank thee^ with my whole s^i^l, my heavenly- 
friend ! for I have a strong id^ that thy jf>raye;rs 
obtfiined for me this grqajt U^auiqgt So^ perbitfiB, 
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at our parting. — Ah ! the thne will come ^hea 
we shall part no more ! — Now, my Mcta, do I 
weep, but thanks be to Him who then enabled me 
to rejoice. — At our parting perhaps I did not beg 
in vain, that thou wouldst be my guardian angely 
or rather, this our last wish was heard of God ! 

LETTER III. 

How much should I have to write, if I allowed 
myself to be at all circumstantial in the description 
of what I now feel for thee; now that I am alone, 
that! live without thee! How much should I 
have to tell thee ! But I must restrain myself. 

I should oftener give way, my Meta, to the 
melancholy that oppresses me, I should think 
myself justified in giving way to it, if I had not 
experienced so much grace, at the time when 
the stroke of thy death fell on me; if I did not 
remember it with joy and gratitude. I am obliged 
to call it to mind to restrain the melancholy which 
came on even now as I recollected that there are 
but a few days to thy birth-day, which thou didst 
not outlive. How shall I pass it without her? 
But I will ask this question no more. Was I not 
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wonderfully supported on the day of thy death ?— 
A little while ago, as I was alone, at the approach • 
of night, I unagined so strongly, I could almost 
say with such. a degree of certainty, that thou wert 
before me, that I more than once spbke to thee. 
Oh ! if thou wert indeed with me, then I need say 
nothing more. Ye inhabitants of heaven ! are ye 
sometimes around us ? Oh, if this is allowed, my 
Meta has often already been with me ! And why 
should ye not be permitted sometimes to visit 
us ? Are ye not like the Angels ; and are not the 
Angels sent down to minister to them who shall be 
heirs of salvation* ? But if thou hast not been 

* " Ah the ideas that man can form of the ways of 
Providence^ and of the employ ments of Angelsand Spirits, 
must ever fall short of the reality ; but still it is right to 
think of them, and to raise his ideas as high as he can. He 
glorifies the inhabitant of heaven, and at the same time 
gives a proof of human greatness, when he raises the idea 
of perfection to the highest degree that we are capable of 
conceiving. What can have a more exalting influence on 
the earthly life, than, in these first days of our existence, 
to make ourselves conversant with the lives of the 
Blessed, with the happy Spirits, whose society we shall 
hereaflerenjoy, and with the future glories of the virtuous. 
By these ideas the mind is prepared and formed to step 
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LETTER IV. 

The idea of thee, when thou wert near death, 
dken appears to me now much more affecting 
than it was at the moment I saw thee ; at that mo- 
ment of my great strengthening. I have need of 
all that is sweet and enchanting in the thought of 
the resurrection and of the Almighty Awakener, to 
free myself from this image. Let him who knows 
not yet the bliss of the Resurrection, who has not 
tasted its comforts, let him see a friend or a wife 
die^ and he will learn it. Iliough by this thought 
I can free myself from this impression, yet I am 
now glad that I did not see thee dead ; however 
difficult it was to me at the time to forbear. Thou 
who couldst not endure a single day*s absence 
from me, (Oh, welt I know how ill thou couldst 
endnreit!) thou didst contentedly see me leave 
thee, and didst not send for me to return, though I 
had promised to pray with thee again. What was 
Ais change in diee ? Thou wast quite detached 
from this world. It was the beginning of eternal 
Hfe i Though I know that thou hast never ceased 
to love mc^ jet dub dKnight wonM be painful to 



t SQS 1 

me, had it not been for the sake of the great 
Otgect of our worship, that thou didst tear 
thjrself even from me. But when thou hadst ob- 
tained the prize — then, (this I hope to God who 
gave thee to me,) then didst thou think on me 
again; then didst thou wish, with a peaceful wish of 
heaven, that I might soon come to thee ! The will 
of God be done, as in heaven so also on the earth i 

LETTER V- 

I OFt EN think of thy present felicity, but how 
imperfectly ! As we, so short a time since, thought 
together of the happiness of the other world. 
Many a time do I figure thee to myself with the 
blessed one who was thy child; thou happy mother, 
of whose bliss I have scarcely a distant idea ; often 
do I represent thee to myself, soaring amidst those 
worlds, a few of which illuminate our nights, and 
where thou art continually becoming acquainted 
with new and countless multitudes of their inha- 
bitants. Then how expanded is my soul, and 
how detached from earth ! Thou knowest how I 
used to be enraptured with the thought of those 
multitudes of happy beings ! How much more 
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now that thou art amongst them ! Here I can ia 
some degree follow thee, but when I would ti'ace 
thee where thou beholdest Him who has redeemed 
us, Him whom even on earth thou didst so much 
love, — I lose myself, and my ideas almost totally 
fail! 

The seer of the Apocalypse saw, on Mount 
Sion, high in heaven, a Lamb, standing covered 
with wounds of glory, and with precious blood of 
salvation I There stood around him an hundred 
and forty-four thousand redeemed; conspicuous 
on their foreheads was inscribed the name of the 
Everlasting Father. As the sea, as the voice of 
thunder, the harps resounded in the hands of the 
redeemed. Of the Son they sung, of the Son ! For 
life eternal descended on tlieir souls from the 
glorious wounds of the Lamb ! 

I will take leave of thee no more. We are both 
m the hand of Him who is every where I 
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ODE& 



All who have read Klopstock's Odes must he 
sensible of the difficulty, perhaps I might say 
the impossibility, of giving the English reader 
a just idea of them. Those which are now offered 
to the public, are selected from many which Miss 
Smith translated, because, from their subjects^ 
they are connected with the preceding letters. 
For the simple mode of translation which is here 
adopted, I find the following apology in an unfi- 
nished preface by Miss Smith. 

** I venture to offer a few remarks, to obviate 
some objections, which I know will be made, to 
the translations of those Odes of Klopstock which 
appear in this work. It will be said they are 
rough. I grant it ; but let it be remembered that 
my aim has not been to make finished English 
Odes, but to give to the English reader, as far as 
lay in my power, an idea of Klopstock's Odes. 

8 
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Klopslock himself is rough*; not because he was 
ignorant of the powers of harmony, for he studied 
that, and brought the German language to a pitch 
of excellence it had never before attained ; but he 
is roughs because his subjects in general are such 
as do not admit of polished versification. They 
are sublime, wild, often unconnected except by 
some thin thread of the Poet's fancy, which 
every reader will not catch. The merit of the Odes 
consists in the depth of thought, the conciseness 
of expression, the loftiness of the ideas ; their 
character throughout is energy and strength. And 
shall these magnificent poems be tortured into our 
dull tune of ten syllables, because the English ear 
is so accustomed to it that it is become a sort of 
national lullaby ? Shall a noble thought be dragged 
out into weakness, to fill up a drawling line? Shall 
the expression be totally lost, to make a jingle at the 
end ? Klopstock had an aversion to rhyme.'*— —^ 

* As I am informed that the truth of this assertion may 
justly be disputed^ I beg leave to observe, that Miss Smith 
was self-taught, and little accustomed to hear the German 
language either read or spoken, though she understood it 
remarkably well. Herenthusiastic admiration of Klopstock 
was not diminished by her supposing him occasionally der 
ficient in what she always considered as by no means es- 
sential in the composition of sublime and animated poetry. 



7^0 this unfiiii^ed sketch I will only add my 
persuasion, on the authority of good judges, that 
the few poems which are printed ia thi^ volume 
will be found to convey the sense of the author 
with an uncommon degree of accuracy, and with 
much of the strength of the original. 



TO EBERT. 

A D]^EAD idea, Ebe^t ! from the cheerful board 

Drives me to deepest glooo) ; 
In vajp thou bldd'st me o'er the care-dispelling glass 

To cherish cheerful thoi^ghts \ 
I must away, and weep. — Perhaps these soo:Lhing t^s 

May wash away my woe. 

Sjpothing tears ! by nature wisiely were ye given 

To attend on human grief. 
Were it not so,— could not man we^p hjs misery, 
Hqw would be bear it then ? 

1 must away, and weep, — ^my agonizing thought 

Yet pQwerful strives within me. 
Ebert ! suppose them now all gone, — ^the sacred grave 

Overwhelming all our friends. 
And we two lonely ones, — we only l^ft of ^I. 

Art thou not spe§chj[e«fi, Efiftftx ? 

e 2 
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Sfr BT «£%£ Aed xmrgw z 



Hs ^uAEaunc ^SHUfftflKf ; v^aEps* <^'& new ific tiMsr 



Xt j^^fiaied sand: 
Xt i^ w 1h£ ia ^Eksois stai wtj treabfag laeo 
Uamev'i jbb wv^slaB sank. 






^T^KSK iff* inox Zjeoosbs 
Ix:^ imumuitf lik 4f aiMfc-aBiaAii OrnaTrr 



:aif ftnnnanimig xc ii» -wr, — 
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I 

When in my dearest Schmidt's embrace my eye no mor^e 

Weeps tears of tenderness, — 
When with our fathers Hagedorn is laid to rest ; . .^ 

Ebert I what are we then ? 
We dedicate to pain> whom here a mournful fate - 

Has left behind them all ! 

Should one of us then die-^(my thought leads on 

From shade to deepest gloom) — 
Should one of us then die, and one alone remain. 

And should that one be me ; — 
Should she too. then have lov'd me, she who is to love. 

Should she too rest in dust. 
And I remain the only one — remain alone on earth, — 

Wilt thou, immortal mind, 
Ti^ou soul for friendship formed, behold those empty days^ 

And yet retain thy feeling ? 
Or wilt thou stupefied suppose them nights, and sleep. 

And rest, devoid of thought ? 
But shouldst thou then awake to feel thy misery. 

Eternal suffering mind ! 
Call, when thou wak'st, my lost friend's image from the 
Restore we only that. [grave j 

Ye graves, where sleep my friends, abodes of those I love. 

Why lie ye scattered wide ? 
Ah ! why not sjde by side placM in a blooming vale. 

Or gat her 'd in a grove ? 
O lead the dying son of other days ; — I'll go 
With tottering steps, and plant 
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Oh every grare a cypress ; — thfe yet shadeiesB trees 

For after ages tend ; 
At night upon the topmost boughs the heavenly fonbs 

Of my immortals see. 
And trembling raise my head toheav'n^ and weep^and di^. 

O bury then the deid 
Beside the grave by which he died. Corruption ! take, 

Then take my tears and me. 
Cease, sable thought I O cease to thiimler in my soul. 

Deep as eternity. 
As judgment fearful, cease. The o'erwhfclmM soul 

No more can grasp the thought. 



TO FANNY. 

When I am dead, when all those boned are dilst. 

When thou my eye hast, closing, ceasM to weep; 

No more, to where the unknown future dwells. 

In humble expectation to look up ; 

When my poetic fame, of youthful tekrs 

The fruit, and of my love to Thee, MESsxiiH, 

Is aLo passed away ; or but by few 

Is in this lower world remember'd still ; 

When thou, my Fanny, too, hast Ibrig been dead,. 

And when thy mild eye's cheerful, pliacid sthilc. 

And its expressive look, is also queikii'd ; 
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When in mj dearest Schmidt's embrace ray ctc uo man 

Weeps tears of ten Jcroess — 
When with our fathers Haccborn is UkI to rest ; 

£ber T ! what are we then ? 
We dedicate to pain, whom here a mournful fate 

Has left behind them all ! 

Should one of us then die — (my thought lead» on 

From shade to deepest gloom) — 
Should one of us then die, and one alone remain, 

And should that one be me ; — 
Should she too then have lov'd me, she who is to low. 

Should she too rest in dust. 
And I remain the only one — remain alone im cartli,-- 

Wilt thou, immortal mind. 
Thou soul for friendship form'd, behold those i-mpty dayn. 

And yet retain thy feeling ? 
Or wilt thou stupefied suppose them nt;;ht<i, and ^Icr p. 

And re»t, deroid of thought ? 
Bat ihciuldil thou then awake to feel thy miv^ry, 

Eteroal mtknti^ mind ! 
CaU, «h«n thoa wak'^c, my lost friend'<i irr^^f: frr^m iht. 
Raion wt only diat. [Xf*'^m 

Yc zraics, w'aere 4»p mj rremin, abiyl^ 'rf* -'(u^t J V»f^, 

'^' JMtf ".lit l*? nij, i»'ia if tflirr isv^ — •. : ;,-» 
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TO BODMER. 

{See Fragments, page 169.] 

He who directs our fate, disperses oft 

III empty air the purest wish we breathe 

After some golden image of delight. 

And sets a ]al)yriDth where man would walk ; 

Deep m the distance of eternity 

God sees ; — a scene to us iDvisible. 

Alas ! they find not one the other, they 

Who for each other and for love were made : 

Kow in far distant climes their lot is cast. 

And now long ages roll their course between. 

Ne'er did my eye behold thee, Addison, 

Ke'er did my ear learn wisdom from thy lips ; 

Kor ever yet did Singer* smile on me. 

She who unites the living and the dead. 

Thee foo I never shall behold, thou who 

In after-times, when I have long been dead, 

Shalt rise DK>st like me, made for my own heart; 

And thine will pant for me. I shall not see 

How thou em ploy 'st thy little span of life. 

Unless thy guardian angel I become. 

Thus did His sovereign power ordain^ who views 

* Mn. Rows. 
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The fethomless abyss of infinite. 

Yet oft, in mercy, doth He bring to pass 

What the poor trembling heart scarce dar'd to hope. 

As from a dream awak'd, we see our bliss. 

Enraptured see our fondest wish fulfiU'd : 

Such was my joy, when Bodmer first I met. 



THE RECANTATION. 



Long drowned in deepest wee, I learnt the pow'r 

Of love ; that love which, fled from earth, still deigns 

To visit humble virtue's calm retreat. 

Such as the first of lovers felt, when first. 

All innocence, he viewM the glassy stream ; 

He saw the flowers which grac'd th' overhanging bank ; 

With inexpenenc'd eye he saw, and smil'd ! 

Thus love appearM to me. Why then, O Pain, 

Didst thou seek out thy deepest-wounding shaft. 

With keenest anguish barb'd, to plunge me deep. 

Deep in a night of woe ! Years are gone by. 
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Long years of pain, since that fell stroke was struck. 

At length, beyond my hope, the night retires; 

^is past» — and all my long-lost joys awake ; 

Smiling they wake, my long-forgotten joys. 

Are ye indeed retum'd, with thslt sweet peace 

Which blest my soul, when yet my life was happy ? 

O how I wonder at my alter'd fate ! 

Again I feel myself restored to joy. 

Again with rapture beats my grateful heart. 

Can it be pride, or apathy, which works 

This happy change, and heals my wounded soul*? 

No — these my soul disdains. What is it then ? 

Virtue gentle Virtue, say, dost thou 
Thy humble votary richly thus reward ? 
But is it thus alone ? or dare I hope 
That from thy guiding hand I shall receive 
The lovely maid who soflly smiles on me ? 
Fair she appear^, when first in sleep bdidd; 
But fairer when before my waking eyes 

She glides along. I strive to speak — * O stay. 

Why dost thou haste away ? 'Tis thee I love. 

Ah I well thou know'si this heart Too well thou know^st 

How tenderly it lov'd. Is there a heart 

Which loves like mine ? Yes, Cidli, thine alone. 

1 taught thee first to love ; in seeking thee 

I learnt what true k>ve was. It raisM my heart 
From earth to heav'n; and now thro' Eden's groves 
With thee it leads me on to endless joy !' 



\ 



[ 28« ] 



THE BAND OF ROSES. 



I FOUND her sleeping in the fthade, 
I bound her with a Bamd of Ro^es; 
She felt it not, but slumber'd fitill. 

I gazed on her; — my life then hung 
On her hfe^ with that look, for ever; 
I felt it deeply, but I could not speak. 

I whispered soflly, but she did not hear, 
I gently shook the Band of Roses ; 
Then from her slumber she awoke. 

She gazed on me ;-;—her life then feting 
On my life, with that look, for e^r ; 
And routid m was Elysifim. 
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TO CIDLI, SLEEPING. 

She sleeps ! O gentle Sleep, shed from thy wings 
Balsamtc life o'er all her tender frame ! 
From Eden's pure and peaceful fount 
Draw forth some drops of liquid crystal. 

And sprinkling them where from her lovely cheek 
The rose is fled, restore the glowing tints ; 
And thou, sweet Peace of Virtue and of Love, 
Thou fairest of the graces, with thy wing, 

O diade my Cinu ! See« she sleeps ; how still ! 
Be silent tboo, my softest string ; thy laurel wreath 
Shall fade, if from her slumber thou awake^ 
With gentlest whisper wake, my sleeping love ! 



TO MR- SCHMIDT. 



Sleef from my eyes is fled, with all its train 
Of airy dreams, for poets only made. 
The hill, the >*ale is still ; o'erspread with dew» 
That silent creeps within the slumberii^ flower& 
Friend, all thii^ sleep ! My best, my 

6 
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In this belovM, this solemn stillness^ Schmidt^ 

With strong emotion do I think on thee^ 

On thee^ though distant far. O that these arms. 

Thou much beloved, could press thee to my heart ! 

Thy mournful friend weeps for thy lost embrace, 

Of which our cruel fate depriTcs me still. 

Behold, how noble souls like brothers love ; 

No— brothers love not half so tenderly. 

Yet dost thou, fate, divide those noble souls. 

And pierce with deepest woe the bleeding heart ( 

Thus am I left to breathe my secret sighs 

Far from the faithful friend, whose gentle look 

Shall comfort me no more : Thus do I breathe 

My secret sighs, as awful midnight still. 

And what I sigh can reach no human ear. 

Now torturing thought restrains 4he bursting tear : 

What agonizing image tears my soul ? 

Again the form of my lost wife I see. 

She li.es before me, and she dies again ; 

Again she smiles on me, again she dies. 

Her eyes now close^ and comfort me no more ; 

No more her mouth divine shall whisper peace. 

That mouth for ever full of God and heaven. 

No more she gently chides the silent tear 

That fearful shrunk from her observing eye. 

She saw the tear, was griev'd, and firmly cry/d, 

" Thou lov'st me, O my friend, and dost thou weep ?** 

I checked the tear in spite of inward grief; 
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Calm and resigo'dj I sigb'd not to be beard. 
O who shall no^ forbid my tears to flop ^ 
Her Toice io>pirefi with fortitude do more ! 

Still will I strive to cbeck my ceaseless woe« 
That if she now my guardian angel be. 
And view me still, shejnay not love me less^ 
Because I have not strength of mind like hers. 
Now that amongst immortals thou dost dwell. 
If still weak mortak may deserve thy care, 
O if thou love me still, by heavenly rules 
Condemn me not ; I am a man, and mourn. 
Support me, though unseen : thy cheering eye 
Can arm my soul with more than human strength ; 
Then will I learn to check my woe, till thou 
In death shalt teach me to be firm like thee I 

O never* never can I cease to mourn 
This be»l of friends ! Mourn with me distant times^ 
More virtuous times perhaps than ours. I see 
Around her grave, I see ye weeping stand. 
And strew the turf with flow'rs, and midst your tears 
Say to your sighing daughters, " Be like her I" 
O friend of virtue, in thy arms I wish 
To shed these tears, for thou wouldst weep with me ! 



[To thesf tniMlttiom » added an original poem by Miss SMrmO 
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TO KLOPSTOCK. 

Br Miss Smitb. 

ACH, sic finden sich nicht, die far einander docb^ 

Und zur Hebe gescbafien sind ; 
Jetzo trennet die nacht fernerer Qimmel sie 

Jetzolangejabrhunderte.* KlopstocL 

Thus, blessed Spirit, ran thy deep complaint; 

In all things else, to Heaven's- high will resigned. 

This only seemM too hard : — and hard indeed 

It is, that time and space should intervene 

To part those souls, by their Creator's hand 

Attun'd to concord ; — seeming thus ordain'd 

To mingle sounds in heavenly harmony. 

Yet sunder'd now so far, no breeze can waft 

The dying tones of one, to vibrate on 

The other's sympathetic chords. — Nor is 

This all. — Doom'd each to mix with neighbour notes, , 

Notes, not perhaps ill-sounding, yet with them 

Jarring in discord insupportable. 

This — ^this indeed is hard. It tempts suspicion 

♦ Alas ! tbey find not one tbe other, — they 
Who for each other and for love were made; 
Now in far distant climes their lot is cast. 
And now long ajpes roll their course between. 

Qd4 ^figdmir, jM^f ^t 
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Of Providence eternal^ tempts to think 

The great machine of nature is deranged. [ knows. 

Vain, babbling Reason, peace} — Now Klopstock 
He knows, and bids thee sing,— this too is trial ! 
For trial were we sent to dwell on earth. 
And what severer ctuld be found than this ? 
What other is there, to a virtuous mind 
That sees the nothingness of present life. 
The glory of the future, — and with love 
Unmix'd, looks up to Him, the only good ? 
Sickness or health, riches or poverty. 
To such a mind are nothing; easy weights. 
If friendship help to bear them ; — ^but to live 
With those whose ev'ry word, and gesture, thrill 
Discordant through our frame ; this is severe 
Unceasing trial. — But the more severe 
Th' appointed trial, the louder does it call 
Our courage up, and bid us instant arm 
With heaven-ward patience and submission meek ; 
Trusting, when time and space shall be no more. 
To meet those souls from which they now divide us. 
If now possessing them, too happy here. 
This earth were heav'n, and nothing left to wish; 
In mercy, God forbids us here to taste 
A long continuance of such happiness. 

There's yet another cause, celestial Klopstock, 
Why souls for, friendship form'd can seldom meet. 
They must be cast in Nature's finest mould 
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Of- the sublimer essence of creation ; 

And such are scarce ; — at intervals sent dowo« 

As were of old the Prophets, to recall 

The baser herd to duty's sacred path.— 

To dress old truths in an attractive garb. 

To shew men " virtue in herself how lovely,*' — 

To explore the depths pf science^ — to iinveil 

The mysteries of nature, — and beyond 

The narrow sphere of human ken, to make 

Discoveries which might damp the reasoning prid^ 

Of dabblers in philosophy, and prove 

That things they cannot understand, exist :— 

That other men have higher faculties, 

And thence might lead them to imagine, beings 

Yet higher in the scale of intellect : 

Truths which no human mind could ever grasp. 

These, to my weak perception, seem some end 
By Providence proposed in sending down. 
At times, to earth, these high intelligences. 
And those were sure not answered, if they came 
At once, or in a cluster on the stage. 
Then other parts of space and time would want 
Their share of lustre ;*— and to fill the void 
If more of first-rate genius were produc'd. 
This world's affairs would run into confusion. 
Too near, too little to employ such minds. 
And thus, immortal Klopstock, souls like thine 
Of friendship worthy, because capable, 

R 



Can scarce expect to meet tbdr like on eartb : 
Since for the general good they come, and not 
Their private happiness ; — better attained 
By staying in their native country, heaven ; 
And since this earth would be to them a hea?'fi. 
If with their equals only they conversed. 

^18 true ihou wast, a little while, moat blest ; 
But 'twas to th' end that thy example, when 
Divine command recalFd the treasure lent. 
Might prove an useful lesson to the world ; 
Teaching, more feelingly than precept couli]^ 
Lovii^ asthou didst, to resign like theei 



THE END. 
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